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ADDRESS IFITII OUR FIRST FOLUME. 


ON the publication MH six Numbers of the Meteors, 
when our readers have stolen, to peruse them, as many 
half hours from better or worse purposes, we may, like the 
wearied traveller, breathe awhile, and look around us: 
Tet us rest, then, on this stile; and, placing the reader 


in the Situation of Harry the Fifth, of famous memory, in 


the language of Bardolph, we deman, 


* My Lord, do you sce these Metcors—these ex- 


halations?” 
Prince Harry. “ I do.” 
Bardolph. ** What think you they portend?“ 
Prince Harry.“ Hot livers and cold purses.” 


And dost thou think so, reader ? In truth, we 
must confess, that the Meteors are the offspring of a 
vehement passion for the Muss; but as for the cold 


purses, why, contentment is a blessing, and Parnassus 


docs not abound in gold JNINC8, 


Have we ever precented thee, reader, from sleeping 
after dinner, when, unoccumed by the fialterics of thy 
Frients, thou hast stirred up the fire, and prepared for a 
comfortable nap, disturbed only by the glancing of thy 
rye on the blue cover of the Mcteors blazing on thy mantle- 

piece? 


2 


picce? Tlast thou, between sleching and waking, dipped 
into the pages, ant, with every thing around thee (save 
our Poetry) conducing to thy satisfuction, grumbled fort ii 
those criticisms lo which, as Bards, it is our duly to sue 
mit with patient resignation? If the Meteors have had 
that effect, forgive us; they have defied the rod of 
Morpheus, and hace assisted in rescuing the Uluminations 
of thy mind from his drowsy dommon. 

e have recovered a little from that difſidence at which 
we hinted in the Adrvertisement to our first Number; it ts 
a rare quality among authors, and we $uppose, from being 
so generally abandoned, a censurable one. - Ie acknowledge 
oursetces corrected ; the patronage which thou, reader, 
with others, hast bestorved upon us, justifies our having 
published; and never can we forget what is due to those 
whose Jostering encouragement has been the stimulus to 
exertion, and who hace thereby made the Meteors what 
they are, and what, still better, we trust they will be. 
But we are not yet in full feather, and we promise no ca- 
traordinary fights; we hope we have green a rational 
satisfaction and amusement to all those who do not (to use 
an erpression of our friend and philosopher Sancho Panza) 
desire to ce A CAT WITH THREE LEGS! 
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The Meteors. 


4 
Number 1. 


Sit, judices, sanctum apud vos HUMANISSIMOS HOMINES, 
hoc poctæ nomen, quod nulla unquam barbaria violavit. 


Cc . 


Authors are partial to their Mit, "tis true; 
But are not Critics to their Judgment too? 


Pope. 
b — —ä — 
4 | London : 
8 PRINTED FOR THE AUTHORS, BY A. & J. BLACK, 


LEADENHALL-STREE'YT. 


ADVERTISEMENT, 
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IVE think it not improper to explain, that one chief 
reason for the title prefixed to the following pages, 
nriginated in a forcboding apprehension, that the Work 
may be as transtory as the phenomenon from whence 
it takes its name. The Inmble ovinton we entertain of 
our own porers wotld have induced a lasling silence; 
but obsercing that in the entertainment offered daily to 
the public, unsacoury dishes, and bad cookery, are often 
indulgently, nay too indulgently, excused, we could 
discover no reasons which absdlutely forbade our assist- 
wnce in serving up the feast. In good old times ecery 
Feast had its accredited jester ; may not we, then, at 
the entertainment to winch we have invited ourseltes, 
be allowed to laugh? Mie hope s0—and that the public 
will be inclined to laugh with us. Sometimes we will 
endeacour to regate them with a Verse which $hatl 
excite the more refined pas8tons—and as it is probable 
ame Poet or Poetess may chance to think that the 
insprations of his, or her muse, will diversify and em- 
bllish our labours, Ie Here modestly incite all wel; 
elixposed Ladies and Gentlemcn to dss us with thetr 
cant t ihut ions. 
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JNTRODUCTORY DPLILOGUE. 


ScENNH—-LREADENHAIL.L. STREET. 


Fnter Tom Paragraph, and Mr. Joilus Dogsear ; 


Tao Critics, rather of an opposte complerion, 


TOM PARAGRAPIT. 


ATI, Dogscar! Prythee, friend, how dost thou do? 
' raise thy spirits—Black has something new, 


Uhe Meteo - Do you think it's really true ? 
ZOILUS DOGSEAR, 


Nav, Mister Paragraph, I cannot tell; 


Perhaps to ask him might be quite as woll. 


A TOM 
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TOM PARAGRAPIIL, 


Oh, there's no nced, he never will disown 
Honest endeavors to amuse the town. 
In the new Work there's merit, (if it stands) 
No doubt you'll honour it with your commands, 


ZOILUS DOGSEAR, 


I've patience, Mister Paragraph, I'll wait, 
A few weeks hence I shall not be too late. 
I never like to buy a pig in poke. 


TOM PARAGRAPH, 


Now *pon my honor, that's a brilliant joke; 
But while upon the future you depend, 
The transitory page may find its end. 
"Vis a moot point——The Meteors, Sir, may not 
Give heat enough to boil the author's pot; 
Then while in helpless infancy they glow, 
Thy friendly patronage thou must bestow. 
As for my own part, I'll do what I can, 


— 
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Do as you would be done that's the plan; 
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Who knows but if the author comes off winner, 
He'll kindly ask me now and then to dinner. 

I wish, with all my soul, the next Review 

The several beauties of the Work may 'shew. 
Might not the learned pages thus announce 

The coup d'esswi—** We think we may pronounce, 
c This publication likely to afford 

& Some scatter'd grains of wit, if not a hoard, 

« And pleas'd we add one votry to the throng, 

& Of those who court the charms of polish'd song.“ 


ZOILUS DOGSEAR., 


Oh, mercy, Mr. Paragraph !—forbear 
Thus longer to profane a classic ear; | 
I'm sorry to avow you've no idea 
Of god-lixe verse, and genuine poetry; 
What! couldst thou strong and healthy bautlings 


Seck 
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From muses breeding ev'ry other week ? 


What is it possible one bard can do? 


& 38 TOM 
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TOM PARAGRAPT. 


wt my dear Dog<car, if there should be (ico, 
Or twenty 7 


ZOILUS BOGSEAR, 


"Tis the same; in these vile days, 
We all should hesitate before we praise; 
We hear of charming works, and genius fine, 
Originality, and thoughts divine, 


zut what is written new in muacly nine? 


TOM PARAGRAPI, 


Why surely, Mr. Dogscar, you forget, 
The Ode you lately wrote to blithsome Bet; 
Thy muse so warmly pictur'd % her charms, 


' I call d a coach to take me to her arms. 


ZOILUS DOGSEAR., 


You flatter, Paragraph ; but coine, disclose 
Exactly what your hungry bards propose; 
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Is it in lengthen'd sounds and doleful yell, 

Of drear damp walls, and mould'ring hones to tell; 
To fill with rheumatism's racking pains 

Their readers joints, and then with clanking chains 
Force them with startled fears to fly their seats, 
And cure their chill struck limbs by suderitic heats? 

Or will they, with a quick and lively measure, 
Attempt to rouse the languid pulse to pleasure; 
And while they give the ncrTous patient case, 
Cheat the poor Doctor of his kard carn'd tees? 

Or by the silver streams and groves among, 
Woo the switt swallow with their gentle song; 
Tell us of bleating lambs, of kids and fawns, 

Of vales, and sloping hills, and verdant lawns ; 
What flowers most bloom at eve, and what at morn. 
And how the rose is wedded to the thorn ;? 

Or with sharp satre's sting pierce through the hide 
Of harden'd shame, and reckless what betide 
The rash attempt, devote to public scorn 

All infamy, or low, or nobly born; 
Will their keen muse, in spite of wind and weather, 


Beat all these paths to keep their work together ? 


TOM 
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TOM TARAG RAV II. 


Hear him, ye poets but approach not near: 
I'm admiration all, my dear Dogsear, 
Had they your wit, our authors would do well, 


For half the quantity the work would sell. 


ZOILUS DOGSEAR, 


Again you flaitr—hasten to declare 
What feast it is your much pris'd bards prepare; 
And freely do it, or I shall se bect 


You write the verzcs which you chus protect, 


TOM PARAGRAPIL, 


Now by my daily labours, neatly fil'd, 
And heaps on heaps, o'er one ancther pil'd; 
By all my witticisms, srrew'd with dust, 

By all the jokes I've wrote, and all J must, 


That you suspect me, Dogscar— tis unjust. 


ZOILUS 
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ZOILUS DOGSEAR. 


Be calm, my friend: your passion's angry note 


Will else obstruct the passage of your throat. 


Be calm—and tell me what your bards will do— 


05 TOM PARAGRAPH. 


I yield—and first—but mind 'tis entre nous; 


Heroics shall astound 


ZOILUS DOGSEAR, 


Pshaw ! pshaw ! you doat; 
Heroics now a days are never wrote, 
Save when some bold and weather-beaten Tar 
(But never beaten in the tug of war) 
Indites an honest letter to Nepean, 
To tell him what about, and where he's been; 
Thus runs the phrase: —“ Be pleased to inform 
c The Lords Commissioners, that in a storm 


& We first descry'd the hostile flag of France; 


* But soon the storm abating, we advance, 
«© Spread 
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« Spread all our canvass to the filling gale, 
And pour a broadside on the flying sail: 
Three hours we did our duty as we ought, 
© And into port the enemy have brought.” 


TOM PARAGRAPH, 
Well, if heroics are not to your taste, 
Perhaps, an Efegy—lines pure and chaste— 
ZOILUS DOGSEAR., 


An elegy ! What put it in your brains 
To think of clegies? Such dismal strains 
] prithee, from the plan at once discard, 


The best were written in a cold Church-yard . 


TOM PARAGRAPH, 


Suppose a Pastoral line 


ZOILUS DOGS EAR. 


J'were better not; 


- 


Why, Paragraph, Thou surely hast forgot, 


—U U B TR — — — . — — 


2. 


\ 


_  / 


* 


2 
23 


9 


Or possibly thou never yet hast read 
What Doctor qohnson on that subject sa1d.— 
No, no, that style sufficient fame obtains 


From Brighton's damsels, and from Margate's swains. 


TOM PARAGRAPH, 


In truth, dear Dogsear, thou art too unkind ; 


But let our Satire better welcome find 


9 


Iwill pleuse the malice of the gen'ral mind: 


TZOMNLUS DOGS EAR. 


If so they think, your authors arc but tools, 
And may with profit seek again their schools; 
All, as the sharp and poignant hne they see, 


Will loud cxclaim. © The scoundrels aim at me.” 
5 


TOM PARAGRAPII, 


Poor authors! might their Sonnets, Sir, retrieve 
them ? 


ZOILUS DOGSEAR., 


To Charlotte Smith, Ido conjure you, leave them, 


"YOM 
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! TOM PARAGRAPIT, 


Oh! Dogsear ! thou art difficult to please; 
4 But since our authors bear th' unblest disease, 
The writing ſuror—'tis in vain to fret, 


We must have their POETICAL GAZETTE. 


Oh ! may the fine wove pages oft invite you, 
And may the matter just as oft delight you ; 
i Yet, much | fear, to justify your railings, 


IWhereas's you will sometimes ſind, and Failings. 


HENRY 


HENRI AND HART. 


DID you not hear the wind's rude howl, 


The surge's roar, the beating rain? 


And can vou promise to my heart, 


That Henry will return again? 


Alas! no skill can e'er sufſice 
To guide through such a storm the bark, 
No star shines twinkling through the air, 


But all around is dismal—dark, 


Dash'd on the shore, the shatter'd boat 
With fragments strews the stony beach; 


Een now the melancholy owl, 


Pour'd in my cars his dreadful screech. 
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Sad must I wander round the work 


Without a shelter for my head, 


I, and this little babe exil'd, 


—- 


May want, and seek in vain for bread 
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Mu Henry dreaded oft this chance, 
Lepin'd that fate had made him poor; 
| And therefore, more advent'rous toil'd, 


J Seeking to swell his little store. 


Oft has he fondly sworn my charms 


Were worthy of a monarch's pain; 


| Then looking on the waves, would sigh, 
ö 3 : : ; 
' As if his heart were broke in twain, 
1 
If 
lt | x — 
I Nouglit there was offer'd to his view 
| , 1 
10 But the small carnings labor gain'd; 
ll! — For those, all perils must be borne, 
. , , ' Fj 
| For those he ev'ry effort strain'd. 
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Oſt when returning home at night, 


These arms receiv'd him wet with brine, . 
Ind love that burnt with purest flame, 


Found in his breast the purest shrine. 


« Cease thy laments,” the stranger said, 
Do not forbode thy Henry 's knell, | 
„ Heav'n will restore him to those charms, | 


„Those charms which others tar excel. 


Comfort thy heart; ropress thy sighs; 
+ Cheerful we'll pass the ove away ; 
Safe from the storm, thy welcome root 


„Shall skreen me 'till the dawn of day.” 


Sweet Mary heard the stranger's words, 
No warm approval did they find; 
But to expose a shiv'ring guest 


Her Ilenry never was inclin'd. 


Silence 
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Silence thus gave consent; the hearth 
Blaz'd with the heaped pile of wood, 

Instant with wholesome viands spread, 
The beachen table laden stood. 


— 
The stranger ate, and frequent prais'd, 
In warmest terms his good!y cheer; 
Subtly her charms extoll'd, until 
The tale of flatt'ry won her ear, 


The storm might then have been unheard, 
Perhaps her llenry been forgot, 

Put the long pealing thunder roil'd, 
In louder echocs o'er the cot, 


Sulphurcous odours floating round, 
(Quick shot the lightnings through the air; 
Affrighted, to the stranger's arms 


She hastes, to hide her from its glare: 
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But as the boist'rous storm drove on, 
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A momentary pause ensu'd; q 
In that dread pause, a villam's clasp 
f Circled that heart her Henry woo'd! 
5 
* Circled that hcaving breast, and while id 
Not yet recover d-from her fears, | 
The traitor talk'd of love, and urg'd 
His suit in sighs and feigned tears, 
| 
Again the rolling thunder's heard, F 
And Mary's honor takes th' alarm, 
The stranger stands aghast; the threats ' 


Ot heav'n his purposes disarm. 


To make the vict'ry more complete, 


And save her from all chance of stain, 


© ler Henry rushes to her aid, 


” 


By Providence escap'd the main. 
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She Schriek -e faints— the well known voice 
Of Henry, calls her back to life; 
With joy, exultingly he cries, 


+ Once more my arms enfold a wife!“ 


The treach'rons stranger then exclaims, 
«« Sweet are the pleasures that cach feels!“ 
„Ihe storm abates—accept my thanks,” | 


And straightway out ot doors he stcals, 


-Onward he strives to seek his way, 


But dreadiul pours the heavy rain; 


The floods unstable prove his feet, 


Ile falls; nor falls to rise again., 
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B-UONAGSPA KEE” 


GOOD courteous reader, I am sure the name 

Of Buonaparte must have reach'd thine ear ; 
But, lest thou be deceived in his fame, 

Een from my Must his glories shalt thou hear, 


And first, this hero, like to other men, 
Has capabilities to eat and drink: 
In stature, he 1s live feet nine, or ten, 
A goodtty=weans many ladies think, 


The verges upon this renowned hie- Were written be- 
fore he had aſſumed the new part which he is now playing 
the political drama of the French Revolution; and if our 
readers should relish his past history, as we have given it, 
we do not absolutely despair of his supplying them with furs 


ther amusement. 
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A year or two ago his face was pale, 
zut now, they say, it is a dingy brown! 
And thenee at Paris <prung an idle tale, 


11 =. * 1 * 1 . 
hey gal twas Gon ral Toussaint come to town, 


In Science he is deep—his rapid pen 
At once describes a vict'ry and a bust; 


And fighting in a swamp and march ten, 


He tells how many thousands bit the dust. 


, A 12 
His travelling has of course begot a skill F 


In lands and soils; but this I will advace, 


That let his knowledge be whate'er it will, —_ 
Ile knows the diff'rence 'twixt Cayenne France, ; 

But we must trace the Just'ry of his liſe; 8 
Observe how, inch by inch, his greatness grew; | 

At ten years old, we find him deep in strife, | 66 


Vowing in a balloon to take a view, 


There 


wy 
# 
q 
F 
* ba? 
DR. 


— 


re 


19 


There first his mighty genius was unſurl'd, 
(Admire his wise foresight and prudence true) 
le wish'd to ste the huge unweildy world, 


lis infant ardour panted to subdue. 


Light o'er his head his youthful hours roll, 


lle hastos to Genoa— What do we behold ! 


- 
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Ihe hero asking, “ What's o'clock ?“ no soul 


The hero can resolve; each watch is sold. 


On evTy Side the dreadful clamours risc ; 
No watches, Shirts, or shoes do we possess; 
Nor thee, nor the Directory we prize, 


Unless ye save us from our sad distress. 


Courage my lads ; eltons ! see yondgr plains 
And arnnes given us by Fate's decree ; 

The Austrian spoils shall well reward your pains, 
Watches enough, and Wurmser's watch for me. 


8 2 Soon 
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Soon 4 wa and civic hymns resound, 

In horrid joy the reg'ments dance and jump ; 
And, as imagination wins the ground, 

Each feels his bay'net in a hostile rump. 


"Tis said dame Fortune is not over chaste, 

Nor does she much delight in ancient men; 
She found our hero most unto her taste, 

And smil'd on Wurmser only now and then. 


Thus victory to victory succeeds, 
Armies retreat, and towns are render'd up; 
The fields are spoil'd—and poor Italia bleeds, 
And soon at Mantua will the victor sup. 


He came—and told the people they were free, 
Deliver'd from the tyranny of knaves, 
Bade them to plant the emblematic tree 


Whose shadow would disdain to shelter slaves. 


Bade 
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Dade them to be the right good friends of France, 
And plac'd some thousand men within their walls, 
Lest that by any accidental chance, 
They chang'd their minds, and struggled in street 


brauls. 


Next with th' Emp'ror's courtiers, tete-a-tete 
At Campo Formio he plans a peace, 
Which done, he vows that either soon or late, 


He'll go and drive the English troops like geese. 


Ilis dreadful grenadiers, his boast and pride, 
Borne on huge rafts shall strike us all with fears; 
Sail up the Thames upon the faithless tide, 
And knock the antique Tower bout our ears. 


March thence unto the Bank, whose facile doors 
Shall yield up all to their rapacious claw, 
Swift bounds the echo from the Gallic shores 


Voila bank notes, at par with assignats! 


B 3 But 
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; j 
But he, or the Directory soon found | 
This plan beneath the genius of France ; 
And then, the Turks and Mam'lukes to confound 


A 


He led his grenadiers a pretty dance, 


Tost on the seas full many a stormy day, 
At length his navy reach'd the Egyptian strand, 
Only at Malta stopping by the way, 


| To play the Devil, did the hero land. 


| Safe in Aboiikir's bay the navy rode 
Approaching victories the warriors grect, 
Nor could they find one Sgavan to forebode | 


That Nelson hasten'd with his conqu'ring fleet. 


Brave Nelson came—and while his vengeance flew 


And claim'd the victory as Britain's right, 
Great Buonaparte took a bird's-eye view, 
Securely mounted on a turret's height, | 


The 
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The navy lost——nov logic can prevail 
On Atric's citizens to change one mind, 
Those people thought he Jook'd just like a snail 


Who came abroad, and left his shell behind. 


Vet generalship like his was never found, 
Hail, Ali Buonaparte! Frice F Hers ! 
His faith like any weathercock veer d round, 


A pious Mussulman from top to toe ! 


But here the Devil interſeres, and bids 
Fach thing run counter to the prophet's will; 
Still must he battle near the pyramids, 


And in their mosques some more old women kill, 


Lo! on a dromedary, full of pride 
To Syria now the hero bends his way; 
Those soldiers who can teu a camel, ide, 


The rest march after in their best array. 


8 4 NRejoice 


| 


24 


Rejoice, ye Jews! the Israelitish walls, | 


Require but workmen to be built apace, | 
A mighty Rabbi loudly on you calls, 
| In ev'ry Syrian town to raise Duke's Place. 


8 pn — — 222 


0 . Gen'ral again, he summons Acre with 
Fraternal offers; strange, they wont go down; 
But that uncivil Knight, Sir Sydney Smith, 
Was rude enough to fortify the town. 


He taught the Turks to banish idle fears, 
And make incursions on the hostile French; 
They sally—and nd Jacobins have ears, 


Which as guperijuons lux'ries they retrench. 


To desperation drove, the town they storm, 


And storm again; but it is all in vain: 
At length they take their leave, without much form, 
And storming, march to Egypt back again. 


| | In 
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In the retreat the Arabs were unkind, 
Honor mongst thieces—yet they committed theft, 
But soon the hero has the bliss to ſind * 


The pyramids stand just where they were left. 


Ile calls a council; finds the scason past, 
When men can fly to India in a day; 
And after much debate, concludes at last, 

„pt he had better slip away. 
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And as the Hebrew youths in days of old, 
Went w/o Egypt to preserve their lives, 
So out of Egypt, Buonaparte bold, 
Escap'd to Paris, where J hear he thrives, 


JANE 
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GODDESS of Beauty aid my song, 
Inspire me with thine eyes, 


As to thy sex the strains belong, 


Do not my strains despise. 


Goddess of Beauty, in thy time 
Thou must have heard of fibs, 

How shall I tell in lagging rhyme 
Those told by Jenny Gibbs? 


Vain were the task; I therefore sing 
Jane's fascinating charms, 
|| Whence soft and melting wishes spring 


| To clasp her in your arms, 


[| But 
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But as her loveliness is such 
As differs from all clay; 


To shield her from man's horrid touch 


She never walks by day, 


Yet when the moon in lustre shines 
Shines forth this wond'rous maid, 
She looks a nymph from Dian's shrine 


In modesty array'd. 


There are in London town "tis known 
Just two sides of the way, 
And when the moon shines, one is bright 


And t'other it is grey. 


The last by Jane is most preferr'd 
It suits her modest gait, 

And justly she has thence inferr'd 
No danger tho'at's late. 


But 


28 


But both the sides are deck'd with lamps 
(Believe me I spcak true,) 
And when Jane's spirits meet with damps 


These horrid lamps burn blue. 


No nymph from satyr ever ran 
In sweet Arcadian grove, 
As Jane, if near a lamp a man 


Should dare disclose his love. 


But soft, we will describe the maid 
With charms bevond compare, 
And give the likeness so pourtrav'd 


That to it vou may sri. 


Let two tine eyes no more be Prais d 
Such lustres arc out- donc, 
For this fair Heroine has rais'd 


Her deathless fame by one. 
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Nay ladies, shew not your surprise 
There's nothing wond'rous in't; 
This eve, the place of two supplies, 


So lovely docs it squint. 


| Soft beauty oft has been the theme, 
Of many a youthtul bard ; 
Who strives to portray Jane's, I deem 


Will tind that it is hard. 


Ot honey'd accents. we are told : 
As mild as summer deus, 
[iow long attention's ear they hold. 


llow dear unto e YLuse. 


(Our damsel has a better way 
Ihe list'ning ear to catch, 


Tis © D= me, Sir, you've robb'd me—nay 


+ Stand still, or here's the watch.” 


Le 


— " 
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ie tair who practise ev'ry art 
Wich promises success, 
Let Jane her subtle skill impart 


I'm sure "twill cost you less. 


For ev'ry lovely «mile vou Scheu 


Which brings the Wwains to woo, 


Janc's way is better-"tis a blow 


When her best smiles wont do; 


So captivating are her charms 
Poor swains, ah well a dax! 
You needs must fly into her arms 


Or fly to get away, 


In pity to the swarm of beaux 


Seen buzzing round this town, 


The Muse some good advice bestous, 


"Tis mine to write it down, 


— 
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An rst, in Kensington's green plains 
When folks are making hav 
By all my lov'd poetic strains 


| charge you——keep away. 


Next when a cry © Stop thief,“ you jar 
In cv'nings drear and dark, 
Don't you stop—lest sweet Jane appear 


And swear that you re the Spark, 


— 
— * 


cer a lady beckons vou, 
To hand her ' cross a lane, 
Remember weil, before you go, 


The Beck of lovely Jane. 


Nemember well her $queaxs and quali 
„ Watch! watch! this wicked man 
Would rob me of my littie all, 


soon found out his plan, 


Yon 


U 
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You to the roundhouse hie away 


Lamenting is in vain, | 
zut then, at Bow Street the next dav 


In sunshine, you'll see Jane, 


The Syrens who, in days of old, 1, 
Destroy'd whole navies daily, 
Could never make one man (I'm told) 


Appear at the Old Bailey: 


But for amends, Jane's wayward will 
Has some design to please, 
And tho” she treats you wond'rous ill 


The lawyers gct their fees, 


#171, 


11. 


7 HE DREAM 


It may be right to acknowledge; that the idea tis 
litlle por ts borrocved ;_if the reader ie s to ap- 
prectate exactly what merit it has in its present 
stape, the original may be found in the Sacred 
Poems of Mr. George Herbert, a writer of the last 
century, and who, wn the papers published by Sir 
Richard Steel, under the title of the Ladies Li- 
brary, is cated a divine Poet ; mos! provably from 


the subjects of lis . 


— 


p 

UNDER the shade of an aged elin, 
I threw myselt down to rest ; 

Sleep came my eyelids to overwhelin ; 


The God was a welcome guest. 


6 Vet 
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| 
Yet not in a death-like calm came he, 
Morpheus walk'd in his train ; 
tound him his visions Rutter'd with glee, 


And one fled into my brain. 


Then methought I beheld in my trance, 
With all their lures display'd, 
Beauty, Wit, Glory, and Money advance, | 


To tempt me where 1 was laid. 


rting in rich luxurious pride, 


Beauty crept into a rose; 
I pluck'd it not, but sternly I cried, 


Beauty, thou can'st not impose. 


Next Money, chinking a bag of gold, 
Exclaim'd, From hence Pleasure flows : may 
I said already too much is sold, 


On me thou can'st not impose. 


Theo 
i} \ : 


CY 
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The third came Glory, quite out of breath, 
But I told that King of Wors, 
As on my couch 1 would fain meet death, 


On me he could not impose. 


The last was Wit, with an uncurb'd tongue, 
But Wit <0 often the heart had wrung, 


On me he could not impose. 


Thus keeping my resolution strong, 
They found their labour was vain, 
No more did the dream my sleep prolong, 


For Sormnus loosen'd his chain. 


10 
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TO THE EDITOR OF THE METEORS. 


MY DEAR FRIEND, 

ALTHouGn my person is a perfect stranger to you, I am 
$ure you will not be surprised at the familiarity of my ad- | 
eress, as you know that all Bards are Cousins, 

I have perused your advertisement with admiration, and I 
h:5ten to supply you with a Poem, (I have composed many 
for the music shops) which has just dropped from my pen on 
returning from the theatre in Drury-lane. I have no doubt 
but it will meet with your approbation, and, in that case, | 
you will be pleased to send per bearer, what you, and I hope 1, 
ma think a handsome gratuity, 


Ever, my dear friend, 
your most devoted, 
and most humble servant, 


TIM LIGHTLY. 


S O0 N G. 
Funct TFhen V illiam at Exc“ 


WHEN at Drury-lane lobby we beaux mcet at eve, 
How spruce and how gay is the throng ; 
It would make a fine hist'ry, I really believe, 


1o relate where we've been all day long: 


So 


I. 


am 
ad- 


37 


$9 good reader, if thou art a Lounger, J pray, 
(Lest you meet with ought here you think wrong) 
That in kindness you throw my sweet song- book away 


While 1 roam the gay circle among. 


That stout gentleman yonder, Il] venture to say, 

Was never a bard—oft of hand; 
No, he dines at Richardson's cvery day, 

While at Betty's I dine in the Strand: 
And tho' to pick up some few hints I appear 

At halt-price, and nec er miss a night scarce ; 

| 8 
Ile— when he has drank all the wine he can bear | 
3 


Comes to pick his tecth during the Farce, 
SO 


See that smart little gentleman with the long queue, 
We'll examine him more, if you plette; 

For my breakfast and supper (between ine and you) 
His papa sells me butter and clecse : 

And him close to his heels, who appears croptso neat, 
Of his neck you may see quite the nape, 

To my certain knowledge, in Threadnoedle-street, 


All day has been meusuring tape. 


There's 


= 
IG en 


There's good old Mr. Bonus, well knqwa at the Bank, 


How he hobbles! as it he'd no feet, 

Has brought nine of his nieces, (all women of rank; 
For an evening's diversion and treat; 

zut to-morrow let all those keep out of his way 
Who have Consols to buy at low price, 

For in every bargain he'll think of the play, 


The coach-hire, the tea, and the ice. 


Behold Captain O'Flourish, he seems in a fright, 
For a glass of cold water he's wild, 

Since one of the widgccs he quires to-night 
Faints at sceing poor Cora's sweet child; 

And the other dear creature grieves while he's away, 
Full of jear she is laid on the shelf; 

In vain all his Majesty's servants display 


The Sun's face she's Elvira hertell. 


But hark! there's a scufile—we'll go take a peep ; 
To prove scutiles are good, I'll engage, 
For the audience might happen to fall fast asleep, 


Without fights on the lobby or stage. 


ut 


I 


() 
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But I beg on this subject to be ungderstocd, 


That though heroes tight ever so hard, 


On the stage battles end without spilling of blood, 


In the lobby—by changing a card, 


But such various characters press into view, 


And so fe ] can meet to mv mind. 


That if here I should end my own character too, 


No objection perhaps you may find. 


Farewell! then, ve scenes of wit, humour, and fun, 


The resort of good- nature and ease, 


Where if numerous beauties are sought—or but one, 


We all may be charm'd if we please. 


LINES 


1 
. 1 
1 
/ 
Addressed to a young Lady, enamoured of @ you's V 
Gentleman, ery Slow in returning ther affection. V 
T 
— — _ B 
; T 
Y 
IIS thine, sweet maid, to breath the love-sick sigh. 1 J 
With tears transparent i bedew thine eye, | 
With hopeless grief to pass each gloomy day, 
And suffer all thy beauties to decay; 
Whilst him, on whom thy fond affections dwell. In 
No sighs can move, no tears or griets compel. = V 
: Sh 
Re 
A bard, to whom thy luckless tale has stray d. To 


Who knows the pain of happiness delay'd, 
| Entreai: 


RNs 


Ut, 


"Cai" 
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Entreats thy leisure moment to peruse 


The verse, which haply greets a sister muse. 


When through thy hesitating, modest fear, 
Thy boundless love thou ventur'st to declare, 
The Rubicon was pass'd—no skill or art, 

Again could veil the secret in the heart. 

What aching tumult must have ſill'd thy breast! 
What cruel visions on thy fancy prest ! 

Ere yet the important billet could obtain 

Thy lasting happiness, or lasting pain: 

zut when it came, scarce dar'd thy trembling hand, 1 
To break the seal; & scarce could'st thou command 
Your failing senses, whilst you falt'ring read 


The lines which heap'd up anguish on thy head, 


Repine not—s00n or late the hour arrives, 
In which no longer 'gainst thy love he strives : 
When calm reflection, with an equal scale, 
Shall prove how much his thoughtless pleasures fail, 
Rous'd by the scenes which sweeter joys disclose, 
To thy fond breast he flies to find repose. 
g-% Thou 


ro 

- 
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Thou proffer'st him the intercourse of souls, 
zut he preters to drain the flowing bowls ; 
1 "The roxy juice, and laughing hours enjoys, 


And days roll on, but not a day that cloys. 


is thus the idle vanity of youth 
Despises love in purity and truth, 
Till the exhausted streams of pleasure bring 


A wish to taste a pure and clcarer spring. 


IMPROMPTU. 


J. 


IMPROMEPZU, 


[IE snowy breast, the black inviting eye 


Have serv'd cach youthful poct's strength to try 

'These are his constant themes, on these he dwells | 
With cager joy, and thinks that he excells; | 
[inks that his mistress must discern his merit, 
And feigns his raptures, just to shew his spirit: 
| hate such fawning arts, else Delia's praise f 
Might find employment for eternal lays; 
But one short line my passion shall express, 


cannot love thee more, nor love thee less. 


EPIGRAM. 
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EPIGR AM. 


As Patrick O. Phelim was walking one day 
To the fam'd Mr. Hoby's he happen'd to stray, 
And observing the boots on the pegs : 
« By Jasus,” he cried, “ from these things here 
display'd, | 8 8 
« ] suppose that the legs for the boots must be made, 
Instead of the boots for the legs.“ 


FR] 
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The Meteors. 


Number 2. 


Sit, judices, sanctum apud vos KUMANISSIMOS HOMINES, 


hoc poctæ nomen, quod nulla unquam barbaria violavit, 


G. ere. 


— — 


Authors are partial to their Vi, tis true; 
But are not Critics to their Judgment too? 


Pape. 
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TO. THE PUBLIC. 


[T is incumbent on the Authors of The Meteors, 
acknowledge, with their thanks, the cer liberal 


wal Vonage bestlomedl 1% n the tirst Number, 


T0 CORRESPONDENTS. 


Ie are indebted to CLIO for an obliging com- 
mendation of our Work, and for d critics that 


SMA be attande 0 to. 


hace merit. NM hace only one objectton to their in- 
in tt the Meteors: IFe fear they are too 
luxuriant. 

Je shu be desirous of hearing further from 
RICo LA; and abo from our friend who has 
aue us with an Acros(ic. 

Not to fatl in our duty to any Correspondent, xe 
her acknowledge the receipt of Letter addressed 
% our Publisher, by an abustce blockhead, who 8i9ns 


* 


uns, DEN IS IIEN RX. 
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EPIGRAM. 


*r SHOULDERS OF MUTTON. 


A TALE, 


AND so you think, Sir, number one, 
Consid'ring all things, neatly done; 
But still you tear the work may fail; 
Then prithee listen to my tale, 


DRIER 


Once on a time, a good old dime. 
(J do not recollect her name,) 
Was forc'd to make a weary trip, 
Without once putting cup to lip: 
She journey' on in so much haste 
The deuce a morsel did She taste. 
Now travlling is not worth a pin. 
Uuless vou stop at ev ry wn. 


Þ 


She 
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She reach'd her friends, all safe and well, 


Just as they rang the dinner bell: 


„ What hour, good Sir!“ —nay, that's unfair, 


Your fancy may the time declare; 
Ihe tale says P wht don't fix 


On any period afterSiX. 


The dinner's good the grace is said, 
Another knife and fork is laid; 
But ah! she feels no appetite, 
In vain the chickens look so white, 


And had the dish of fish been spar'd 


"Twas thought the dame had little car'd. 


It grieves the mistress of the house 
And equally disturbs her spouse, 
Jo sce their guest can nothing eat, 
And kindly often they entreat 
At least She'll try—“ None ever knew 


Jill the attempt, what he could do; 


„ 


* Pray 


* Pra 
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Pray let me something recommend—" 
The dame replies, “ My dear, good friend, 
« Though you persuade me C'er so much 

+* No! not a morsel can I touch; 

Not the least appetite remains, 


I could not pick a woodcock's brains, 


A pause an instant here ensu'd, 


But the entreatics are reuew'd ; 


*© Well—you're so pressing—if I mus 
„think I'll taste that mutton first; 
+ A little bit—and it it's brown, 


lle better 'twill perhaps go down. 


- 


"Twas nice Welch mutton, hung so long 


To call it ven'son SCarce were Wrong: 
Ahe brown is charming!” quoth the dame, 


+ I] try another bit—the same 


12 & F,xact 


e 
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F. xact in quantity they say, 

One piece for t'other makes a wav, 

A finer shoulder nc'er was seen, 

is quite a dinner for a Queen ; 

+ My appetite returns—'tis strange! 
Joseph, my plate you need not change. 
Jet me no ceremony see, 


I'm help myself, and make quite free.” 


The hostess smiles, and seems well pleas'4 
From ceremony thus releas'd, 
For had che longer on it staid, 
No dinner that day she had made. 


In her own way the dame proceeds, 
No farmer's man more fiercely feeds; 
No brown is left= the rare is tlown, 
By all that good, she picks the bone! 


Full 


Full ftv minutes, if not more, 
{he company to laugh forbore, 
And each a very grave lace put on 


While the old lady ate her mutton, 


At last the hostess simp'ring said, 
„ Surely no dinner zou have made; 
* There's nothing that you like, I fear, 
© Would 1 had known your coming here! 
Hut as it is, if vou can think 
Ot any thing to cat or drink 
© My house aitords, pray do not spare, 


ut peak, and it Shali Straight appear,” 


The good old dame looks up delighted, 
Tris not an offer to be Shightoa ; 
en to the hostess in a trice, 
ly friend your mutton is so nice 

Phat if your pantry's doors enteld 


The triow shoutder, put by coll, 


Ahe 
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te The taste so does my palate hit 

« I think I'll try another bit; 

« For really, madam, I must own, 

* One morsel drives the other down.“ 


In other things, 'tis just as true; 
Thus, number ox E helps number Two, 


JAURAS 


1 


15 


LAURA'S CONTEMPLATION. 


DEEP in the groves of ever-green, 
By chance a rose-bud rear'd its head ; 
Mid foliage thick it grew unscen, 


To genial suns no blossoms spread! 


But beauty ill endures the shade, 
It cannot long neglected lie; 
To richer soils the rose was bade, 


Soon as it met sweet Laura's eye. 


There, foster'd by ber constant care, 
More crimson blush'd the flow'ret coy; 
Its fragrance perfum'd all the air, 
[ts sweets the enger bees enjoy. 
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"Twas nature in such plain attire 
Attracted lovely Laura's mind ; 
She saw, and could not but admire ; 

To gaudy splendour taste is blind. 


The rose convinc'd her life is vain, 
That flow'rs which sport in mid-day glare, 
Will stil 'midst boist'rous storms and rain, 
Droop their proud heads in sad despair. 


From hence th' allusion quickly few 
To where gay Fops in splendour rolid. 
In pomp, with tongues and oaths untrue, 


And oniv current made by gold, 


the heodess ny mphs awhile believ'd 


new poutesing Damons vow'd ; 


Y wy 1 " | * . 1 , * * * — 1 
mit sone tac wonted tame retriev cr, 
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Turn'd and beheld where merit sighi'd. 
But merit deck'd in such a dress 
a; shew'd, that it the fair deny d 


[Its worth, 'twould then assume the less. 


Fancy thus picturing out the scene, 
Some doubts in Laura's mind UrOSC, 
Whether poor Albert might not Screen, 


A love he dar'd not to disclose. 


1 
{he manly Albert oft would say 
That he was but au hwnmble- Swain; 
Nail _ Ul 9 Wn I-11 
0 wide Cxtent lus pastures lay, 


But few his sheaves of golden grain 


auld he then love a beauteous fair, 
tree from the torment of alarms, 
When all his vows and wishes were, 


to rate her equal to her chan 


* . ren * 8 my S Y 
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How could his lonely cot contain \\ 
Smiles that might palaces adorn ? 

Were not the expectation vain, | A 
His hopes all fruitless and forlorn ? 


But his fond 'plaints not always lost FE 
On Laura's sentimental frame, 
Frequent the warmth of passion cross'd B 


Her heart, and kindled there a flame. 


Poor Albert!” sigh'd the charming maid, 
* How much his love my heart has won, 
* His eyes, his wasting form upbraid 


& My coldness, when his suit I shun.” 


Rous'd with the thought, the quick'ning blaze 
Of fond affection fill'd her soul; 

She look'd—and Albert met her gaze, 
And urg'd his love without controul. 


With 
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With passion told her all his grief, 

And ceasd: Her sympathetic eye, 
Alone could give the wish'd relict, 

It caught, and stay'd the rising sigh. 


Eager he press'd her in his arms; 
She shrunk not from his warm embrace, 
But while she bless'd him with her charms, 
Her fav'rite rose's hue o'erspread her lovely 
face, 


5 THE 


th 


— 


124 
„Th. 
In an 
With 
In 


« W 


THE SPRIGHTT. 
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Ma sweet little spriaht, just arriv'd from below 
And ready for mischiet, lot all the world know: 
I'm equipp'd for each trade, try my parts if you will, Te 
That 
They 
Of h 
And 
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And I doubt not voni ind me sufheient in Skill. 
Through all plots and intrigues | can readily <pv. 


And sure there's nο Devil so happy as 1! 


"Tis delighttiii meng prope to stir up alarms, 


N a * 8 
1 hug wyse}! there in {the torce of my charms; 


. 
And 
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And mine is the market at which vel may bus 


| * 


What will make vou a Neil as bappy as J. 
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+ Pray walk in, Miss; you'll find an assortment 


of goods, 


„The livehest bucks, and the most daching bloods :© 


In an instant the blush witch vernititlions her cheek 
With a charnupg confuson to me seems to speak: 
„ Had 1 one of those youths (but rweced Jam shy, 


«7 


* Who, my dear little Devil, so happy us I ? 


mus her passions arous'd, it must e'en be contest 
That I eagerly pick her out one of the best. 
They murry—they love—tlien it's my turn again, 
Of her churms all neglected I hear her complain; 
And he, with a passion most boist'rous and high, 


Is exclaiming, „the veriest Devil am 1.” 


But on Cupid's dominions I further encroach, 
And have often plac'd John in his late master's 
coach; 
do the Widow's adore me, except when I've been 
With their overgrown daughters to dear Gretna 
Green: 
All 
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All pursuit is in vain—to the blacksmith's we bie 


No two Devils so pleas'] as the Captain and J. 


I delight in che dames who cach week give a rout. 
Keepa list of theirnights, when at home and whenou!; 
And at amateurs concerts have such a vast «way 
That the fidlers are often more masters than the; 


The fiddles all play, and the guineas all fly, 


No Devil e'er manag'd his music as J. 


Though perhaps with these functions it did 11 
quite tally, 
Once I peep'd at the bulls and the bears in he 
alley; 
Put so horrid a noise did those animals make. 
My Devilship could not do other can quake, 


All the powers below, I will boldly dety, 


Ao stand to thus test any better than I. 


an 


© hie. 
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{ am learn'd—put your cases— l' give thee 
solutions, | 
[ touch'd up and finish'd the French Constitutions; 
But I've rather the toughest of sticks in John Bull, 
Who refuses to tug the same way that I pull; 
Yet in Paris whenever my phiz they espy 


No political Devil's so cherish'd as J. 


Pour passer le tems, I can worry the Muses, 
And that author must starve who my friendsh1p 
refuses; 
The Meteors, I'm told, form a work full of merit, 
But it it be not as replete with my spirit, 
Soon the author Shall say, and have good reason 
why, 


Sure ne'er was a Devil so luckless as I. 


#4) 


TO DELTA. 


WII f are the goods the gods bestov 
On mortals loit'ring here below? 
What pleasures do they find ? 
What can a man completely bless? 
Lis answer'd there is nought, unles+ , 


A mistress who is kind. 


"Tis love alone that gives the zcst 

To life, and puts men to the test; 
Proves of what mould thev're mis 

According as they're true and frank. 

In Cupid's calendar they rank, 


And find their station fix. 
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Thus sings the Muse though not a bride 
To love che always was ally'd, 
And kindly lent him aid; 
Taught him in full and Rowing lays, 
Jo celebrate the Fair One's praise, 


And all her art display'd. 


Wherefore do I then not essay 

To her who holds me in her sway, 
To dedicate a line? 

Alas! th' attempt would idle be, 

The verse would like a Shadow lee, 


Before her charms divine. 


But off rings ſrom a low estate 

Jiave oft, in manslons ot the great, 
A kind reception gain'd; 

A lamb, a kid, or Cen a flower, 

[ 


From some good gracious heav'nly Power 


I its favor has obtain'd. 


Þ Then 
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Then will not Delia condescend, 
To take from a devoted friend 

All that his verse can give? 
"Twill tell her, and devoid of art, 
Her image reigns within his heart, 


And ever there shall live. 


As constant through etherial air 

The Sun repeats his bold career, 
So tends to her my soul: 

Oſt in the mantled gloom of night, 

Her form is present to my sight, 
And joys around me roll. 


Whether on ocean's shores I tread, 
Or *midst the thickets shade my head, 
Or seek the city's noise, 
Or when retir'd from public strite 
I lead a close secluded lite, 
'Tis love my thoughts employs, 
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And though on earth all things have chang'd, 
And will-so say the grey beards rang'd 
In wisdom's dismal school; 
Yet to confute this Cynic band, 
My love shall ever proudly stand, 
Exceptive to the rule, 


And 


* 
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The Poet's IJ ig being entirely worn out, and uf H [ 
inconsistent with his ide of economy lo purchas: Pro 

a new one, he addresscs, as follows, the bust of ) 
BRUTUS. Oh. 

A 

\ 01 
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BRUTUS! you would have star'd, had you been 


A 
told, 

* * * 17 
That in the eighteenth century your fame, Nne 
2 ö 
With splendor would break out a thousand fold, 1 

And ev'ry barber's shop recal your name. 
Tha 
Brutus! would you have thought, that pro and cn \ 
I 1 


Your character so often being try'd, 
Your head of hair at last would lead the ton, 


The neatest subject of Parisian pride? 


(156 
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At Paris, Brutus, you're the only Beau, 
In the year tree the long-tied Queues depart; 
From thence each citizen takes care to shew, 


Your well-curl'd head, regardless of your heart. 


Oh, tell me whether, (for it is not clear, 
Although your history is very big) 
You revolutioniz'd in your own hair, 


Or if it really was in a black Wig ? 


Our modern patriots, some wear Wigs, some none, 
According to their several pursuits; 
Know you what famous deeds are daily done 


By Brutus's in pantaloons and boots? 


Thanks to the <culptor who your likeness gave, 
Without your bust gras onergtcs might Coane; 
In France, a man js reckon'd but a slave 


Who has not got it on his chimney piece. 
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Oft as he contemplates the magic bust, 

And fancy makes thy deeds before him pass, 
He turns, his own black Caxen to adjust, 

Looks towards thee, and then looks in his glass, 


In Paris 'us a saying very trite, 
That England takes cach fashion they invent 
To London therefore *twas but just and right, 
Some Wigs made @ da Brutus Should be sent. 


Who knows (thought they) th' effect on John Bull's 
brains 
These Wigs may have? with what his head they'!} 
fill? 
Already we have cropp'd him—what remains ? 
Parbleu ! we'll make him wear just what we will, 


But Wigs in England, Brutus, lose their ground, 
I heard my barber say their price will fall; 

That in the o'erstock'd market, hair is found 
Enough to manufacture Wigs for all, 
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Into long tails it therefore must be made, 
Or ev'ry barber be without a job; 
So Brutus, I am terribly afraid 
85, That henceforth we shall be without your 06, 


But to say truth==we here no Cæsar dread, 
Een as we are, e'en so we wish to be; 
Fer who would pull an old house o'er his head? 


They may want Brutus, who have Cœsars three. 
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IIXIL Solitude! thou charm of ev'ry age! 

All court thy sober tranquillizing touch: 
O'er the still'd nerves thy soothing softness strahs 
Nor does the lover, warrior, statesman, sauge, 
(So ardently it all thy joys displays,) 

Find Zinunerman's great book fatigue him much, 


"Tis mine with care thy studious shade to seek, 
There free from Duns, and my perplexing friend 
(Alike they come to gain their private ends, 

Thy solace glads me ev'ry other week; 

Oh, let me gaze upon thy sobre teatures, 


Enjoy thy beautics, and beget the Meteors / 
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Suct Solitude! how charming 'tis to hear, 


When through the iufluence of the dog star's heat, 


On the Sed Shore We Seek A Coo! retreat, 


Thy name, exalted by the British Fair; 


Thou Goddess! for a month art their delight, 


'Midst bathing rooms at morn, and dice at night. 


Stüll in the town some votaries you leave: 
Some stray of fashion, in his vi+-4-04y, 
lis legs at ease, upon the scat extended, 


Or citizen, whom knaves could ne'er deceive, 


Who smokes and looks, as all on him depended ;- 


Fond of themselves—best with tenets es agreus 


But other citizens thy charms invoke; 


The politician, with a pond'ring brain 


Walks Copenhagen fields, and reads Tom Paine, 


Witch more of zeal than lawyers C'er read Coke ; 
Till pleas'd, delighted, from his author warm, 


Mem'ry recals the meeting at Chalk Farm. 
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The Irish fortune-hunter, making love 
To some fair damsel of a ripen'd age, 
Crics “ Fly to distant groves with me my dove, 
& I hate the both'ring town—it's dirty pelt, 
« Apretty little cottage I'll engage, 


« Faith ! 'tis the best way to live by one's sell. 


O'er Greenwich hills, the pension'd seaman strays, 
The juicy morsel ruminating chews; 

Nor ever sces a gallant ship appear, 

But wishes he was young again and there, 

And grateful for his country's weltare prays, 


And asks a blessing on her noble crews, 


Blest Solitude ! thou charmest ev'ry mind 
Which finds thee, at the instant it's inclin'd ; 
Twould vex the warmest votary you own 


Were he, when praising thee, but left alone, 
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To the painter who personifies ATTENTION ds @ buy, 
pointing lo a huge loaf under his arm. 
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ON, Painter! could vou find no happier way, 
Attention's ardent gazing to display; 
What could e'er put it in thy fruitful head, 
To represent him with that loaf of bread? 
That pond'rous loat—he seems so proud to shew, 
Which forces the spectator's eye below, 
1o read 
ATTENTION! 

And the subject know. 
Through the wide bounds of nature and of art, 
Was there no other charm to glad his heart ? 
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For he seems pleas'd—Oh, could he nothing mes 
Fit to be look'd at, if not lit to cat? 

Ah—no! Then, Painter, listen to my prayer. 
In a new picture, paint the youth, Lord Mayor; 
Such are the times, "twill credit thy invention 


Tt bread then be his object of attention. 
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SUT1IC4DE: 


A DRAMATIC SKLTCU. 


—— — ODA. ͥ 
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ARISTUS. 


HOLD thy rash arm ! pres mptuons youth forbear 
Thy impious purpose! listen to the voice 


Of sacred truth; nor frantic raise thy hand 


The early springing blossoms to destroy 


Which promise fruit mature: lift not again 


the steel against thy lite. 


EGBERT. 


Hence, father! haste, 
And leave me! leave me to my fate! no more 
{hy reas'ning voice T heed—my ears oppose 
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2 tales. 
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ne millstone's deafness to thy flatt'rin 


Preach 
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Preach to the howling winds—entreat them fair 
To be thy servants. Bid them boist'rous blow 
Thy enemy's house in rums, and o'erwhelm 

Ilim and his infants sleeping: Bid them then 

In gentle zephyrs o'er thy daughter's neck 

Play with the ringlets of her hair, and wake 

The thoughts of harmony and love—Thou know's 
How they'll regard thee—c'en so I—the load 

Of life oppresses me; my swelling heart 

Throbs for the pomiard! I exert the right 
Which nature gave me, and I now resign 
An idle body, irkkome to myself— 


Useless to all beades. 


ARISTUS, 


Young man, thou dream'st! 
Why is life irksome to thee? Look around; 
Contemplate all its charms. What though the 11 
Of pleasures once enjoy'd beget a pain 
In recollection; in the boundless stores 
Of science and of fertile art can nought 
Be found to soothe thee? nothing to employ 
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Thy intellectual powers? to dispel 

The clouded melancholy of thy soul 

And tempt thee yet to live? Again I ask, 
Why is lite irksome to thee? Hast thou not 
Considerd of thy duties? Does the world 
Demand no more examples to. correct 

By virtuous deeds, its vices? Does the tear 
No longer glide down pity's holy cheek 

For pale misfortune? From her sordid hut 
And loathsome rags, has misery remov'd 

To splendid mansions and to purple robes, 
That thus thou speedest to another world 
The claims of this neglected? 


EGBERT, 


Prythee, father, 
A>k me why feeling thus the ling'ring pairs, 
The bitters of existence, I do not 
Desire to prolong the loathed draught 
For sake of company? 'T hat is the sum, 
The main-spring of the argument; for all 
Which thou discoursest of the joys of lite, 
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"The stores of art and Science, not affects 
My sad experience. Father, hear my tale: 
Humbly my lite heg2n—the happy hours 
Fiew o'er mv head so fast J never knew 

A care or pain, till, with his fathers, slept 
My venerable parent—'twas a blow 
Dreadful and sudden, and J ſelt the pang 


Of parting with an object so belov'd. 


"I'was the first pang; the second soon ensu'g!; 


My mother's corpse I follow'd to the grave. 
Thence the romantic country where I dw: it 
Was hateful to my sight: The steepy woods 


Whose thickets often .had afforded shade 


To pass the fev'rish hour of noon, while please 


1 ponder'd over the heroic page, and Jearn'd 
The lines of nature, now no longer charin'd 
My satiated soul: Ihe distant hills 

Closing the prospect upon which my eye 
Had hithorto repos'd, nor wish'd to pierce 
Beyond those limits; now excited hopes 
Of happiness in scenes remote, I flew 
With a lov'd sister from our native fields, 


And to tlic busy haunts of care repaird 
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Mich joyous expectation. Poor Marin! 

ler innocent heart was fluttered with the new 
Impressions, and she fondly thought that all 
Was bliss. The slender stipend av'rice paid 
For labours without end, became our theme 
O! pleasure, It was fortunc——it was all 

That moderation wish'd. A brother s lave 


Made poor Maria rich; and, in the hope 
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Oi better days, that brother's ceaseless toil 
Was borne ungrudgingly, Ilow soon, alas! 
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Maria in her low liness—arous'd 


8 
The fatal Passion, and betrahy "| her heart 


re she perceiv'ck the verge on which she stood. 
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Which hid the foul deformity of life 
Wis torn before my eyes: I blush'd to think 


On my deception, 


ARISTUS, 


But thau wert not ripe 
As yet for death—the transitory scene 


Still promis'd happiness. 


EGZBERT, 


Yes, father, ves! 
As yet my senses domincer'd. My part 
Was to obey thett impulse; now 1 learn 
To vanquish them but listen to my tale: 
Maria's character restor'd, I pac'd 
Again contentment's ro#-!, nor 
Which might, untoward to my hopes, destro 
My peace renew'd: Again 1toil'd with val 
© Serve a man whose selfish soul endur'd 
One only passion, aviice: Not by him 


Was toil or Care regarued-=not by him 
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Lo dish up poison in a wholesome shape: 

In vain they tempting Shew the faithless stream 
Ot Iulling pleasure: On its fatal banks 

The verdant grass Shall flourish unobsersv'g, 
Unpresss'd by that child's foot. But I was <ay" 
' 


Fer maisery ! 
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In garbs of brightest hue, Delicious love 


2 


for wretehedness! vet clad 


Stole to my heart, and stor'd it with its sweets 
Thie gentle Delia won nie. Oh! how oft 
Beneath the orchard's shade, the fond discourse 
Of mutual confidence beguil'd our souls, 
And uhisper'd bliss and peace! How oft we u 
The ev'ning breeze to fan us! how oft stray'd 
Dy moonlight o'er her father's lawns, and sigh'd 
For his consent to bless us! 'twas retus'd. 
My gentle Delia pin'd in secret grief; 
The tcar suſtus'd her eye, nor dar'd she think 
Longer to yield to love, and strew with thorns 
Her father's happy pillow. Yet, who c'er 
Detin'd the bounds of love? With subtle skill 
Around the heart he tu ines, and joytul there 
Instils the deadly poten, laughs, and triumplis. 
<p 


He triumph'd o'er my Delia; she heard 


I 


My warm entreaty; yielded to my vows 
Of constancy and truth, and fled from noise, 
From vanity and grandeur, to the root 
Of mild contentment, . I invok'd all good, 
pleasure and felicity, to dwell 
bor ever in her breast: The wondrous scene 
Ungross'd our senses; it was nought but love 
From morn to eve, from eve again to morn, 
No fears! no dread forebodings! no alloy 
A Was mingled with the pure, unsullied bliss 
Which all our faculties envelop'd. Long 
"ry Through ages might, our joys have liv'd before | 
A thought of time had interfer'd: the hour, 
1 The nuptial hour, ever fresh and gay, 
Fo Might to our happy souls have been prolong'd 
Beyond satiety, Yet a few short months 
Demolish'd all the fabric of my hopes, 
| And fix'd my mis'ry. I beheld, 0% ts | 
How I beheld, the form of her so 1044 
Stretch'd on the couch of sickness! not a tongue 
To speak the sounds of comfort; hot an eye 
To catch the wand'ring beams of mine; nor pulse 


To throb respondent to atiection's grasp. 


"1 hink, father, how I caught her latest breath! 


Ja! 
Flow ink desponding o'er her pallid corpse ! Eu. 
J cull'd upon the mercitul God to breathe a 
His spirit in Ger nostrils, and again | Ty 
Re-animate her body; vainly call'd; | 110 
It pleas'd his wiser purpose to deny. Ia. 
1 fell in SensChess Stupor: Dorne along me 


Pehind the sable hearse, my vacant eve 

No object knew: The tolling bell scarce struck 
Upon my deaten'd car: Yet, once it struck 
More loud, and penetrated to my soul. 

| started—recogiz'd the wide extent 


Of my disastrous fate; again my grief 


Grew eee e I heeded not 
The $kowers that Pad upon my head —the ext! 


Damp as it was, receiv'd my outstretch'd limbs, 
Nor felt my veins the coldness. I better 4 
Death was approaching——welcom'd him, nor sas 
A horror in his jaws; my cager heart 


tejoic'd to meet Ium—yet he turn'd away. 


Now, father, say, what am 1? Soothe me not 
With specious reasons. Am J not a wretch 


Banisl!'d 


zanich'd and ontcast from mankind? No fond 
Endearments now remain; no more the world 
[nvites me to proceed: Abxtracted, lost 

% all the sense's lures, ] mir alone 

[ow vain their Charms, nor to inglorions chains 
ain submit me. Father, not for worlds 


Retard my purpose! 
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Fon ANY GERMAN FLAT, 


Len nmel at the serctce of any Tady or Centitnids 


lo whom ii muy he usful, 


| 


OUN author begs his compliments to $a, 
1 


He hopes you'll like his Prologue and his play ; 
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Warm from the German scheol— translated lere 


With taste, to please an Anglo German ear 
In nervous lines the well form' e piot is told, 
No drawlins verses check th? idea bold 
* 9 ( rau 18 verses Cee til 18a 1010. 


Nor will you hear a principle that's off. 


Enough of ancient plavs! no more they chart 
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They do the Managers a deal of harm 
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Let them announce,“ 


„his es'ning, by desire, 
+ Macheth—Othello—or the Spanish Friar,” 
Such worn Out scenes are now =U-(2.vS <0 dlightec 


[oy scarce afford to liave the house well hahted. 


Despising rigid rules, the German Mluse 
Propares whate'er che thinks you I not retuse; 

I * 

+ 2 1 3 

{x there a dismal act appears too long! 
It's close is sweeten'd with a soothing song 
Ka. , 1 0 TITS 111 1 1 12 3 En Ac 1 1 
ind in the mirthful scenes, the jokes advance 
Progressively, till finish'd with a dance. 
Vow nan. han en acnall 
aA more, Wien horror ver mucn «Wa 15, 


In passjion's midway path, the curtain falls. 


Sweet sensibility! the German Mue, 
one thy influence bland can now diiluse. 
the lofty hero, wild in all his deeds 
Like some rich garden overgrown with weeds) 
When through four acts, his god-like course has ran, 
bedews his handkerchiet, and shews the aan. 
The humble fair one, native of some vale, 
Moves ev'ry heart with sorrow's plaintive tale; 


* Till 
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Till bursting forth at once, in tragic pride, The 
She storms like Zara, in the Mourning Bride, "I'we 
What character by sportive nature form'd | Al 
But has some well-wrought German play adorn! V tl 
A hu 

And 


Robbers of gentle manners and polite, 
Teach you to steal, and prove 'tis just and right; 
Conspirators—whose blyod-staind arms det) 
The laws, dissatisty'd, they Know not why; 
Strangers! whose strange proceedings all achmire 
And honsckeepers, who set cach heart on fire. 
Wives! (which if single) what good man would 
wed, 
And maids—who promise many an aching head, 
But one word more, and then I make my bow; 
Critics! to you alone I'm speaking now. 
Judge kindly—not by any rigid rules, 
Or dogmas, drawn from Greek or Roman schob, 


To tender feeling, inmate of each breast, 


The Muse appeals, ner ſcars to prove that test; 
Ihe 
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The sentimental bosom must respect her, 


were quite unfashionable to reject her, 


And further let me add, as a douceur, 
1! {/ this play takes (for there is nothing sure) 
A lundred such are getting up with care, 


And, e er the season ends, will all appear. 


EPIGRAM 


GRIPUS invited to a feaxt, 

Sat down a well-contented guest; 

Of meat devour'd full many a pound, 
In bumpers pledg'd each person round; 
When, having ate his fi], he cry'd, 
I like a table well supply'd: 

te 'The smoaking sirloin glads my eve, 
++ The turkey, chine, and sav'ry pvc.” 
True, Gripus; but it's merit's lost, 


It Spread not at another's cost. 


Sit, j1 
hoc 


Number 3. 


* , * 
dit, judices, sanctum apud vos HUMANISSIMOS HOMINES, 
hoc poctæ nomen, quod nulla unquain barbaria violavit, 


Cicers. 


Authors are partial to their Mt, tis true; 


But are not Critics to their Judgment too? | 


Pope 
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10 CORRESPONDENTS. 


IE have recetced 80 many favours that our Cor= 
"expondents must excuse us for not particularizing 
them. Secceral articles intended for this number, are 
mitted, on account of the Gevinan play having occu- 
ped more space than was expected ; they Shall appear in 


vir next; The authors are all entitled to our thanks. 


Phe Dramatic Sketch of Suicide will be concluded 


„ the Fourth Number. 


CON 


CONTENTS, 


—— — — —— 
—— — — — 


DE DICATORY TALE. 


Tur Wrppixd Dar. OI 
TuE BEE. Wh 
LIV ES To Two LADIES. To 
LIrE's PLEASURES, | Wit 
AFRICAN SONG. Yet 
VERSES INSCRIBED TO THE EGYPTIAN Corr To 

DE BALLET. An 
VERSES TO a LaDyY WHO SENT THE AUTHG) ln 


A PURSE, HER OWN PERFORMANCE. 
VERSES TO LESRBIA. 


THE FAULTLESS HoRsk. 
NEW GERMAN Play, (PROGRAMME AND Pet 
FIRST SCENE.) Wl 


EPIGRAM. Ou 


DEDICATORY TALE. 


OI, Muse, how careless we have been! 
What Work like ours was ever seen 
To prove of any great duration, 
Without a proper Dedication ? 
Yet what objection can there be 
R 1's To dedicate in Number Three? 
And as we can't do well without one, 


1GK In carnest let us set about one. 


In fact, considering the case 


(XD Perhaps this is the proper place ; 


What friend with Patience cond have bore 


Our noisy bantliug at his door? 
6 MWlen 
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When kind Physicians all agreed 
It was a short liv'd thing indeed. 


But they were wrong (as oft they are) 
* ” CG 
The truth some thousands can declare, 1 
Long may their evidence avail! : 
To them we dedicate this Tale, f 
94 
| 40 
THE WRECKED SAILOR, £ 
64 
Tur waves ran high, the loud winds blew, WF « 
Despair o'ercame the gallant crew; 7 
The drooping Pilot's skill was lost, „ 
Death steer'd the chip, and tempests toss d:! «< 
One seaman only cast on shore, 69-1 
Mas sav'd, his comrades to deplore. 6 
« Ah, why,” he rav'd, “did Heaven save « 
« A wretch, so nigh a wat'ry grave! 
* To be thus on the wide world thrown 
«© A wand'rer, in a chme unknown ! | 
* Who can I hope will guide my way, Ang 


With nothing in my purse to pay ? 
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« [low shall I sue, and where begin, 
„What mortal e'er will take me in? 

© Without a soul to recommend, 

„ How can I hope to find a friend? 

« And 'till these trowsers are renew'd 

« almost fear to be review'd. 

Oh, cruel fortune, how I'm serv'd! 
„& Pirate had not worse deserv'd; 

* Or one with hired heart and hand 
„Against his King and native land. 

« It my first voyage be not forgot 

| gave the French some random shot, 
And aim'd, to prove my zeal was hearty, 
* 'To hit their first rate Buonaparte. 

And still I vow, come what come may, 
„Whenever they fall in my way, 

[11 try, (though sailors hate to brag) 


To strike their fam'd tri-colour'd tlag.” 


Thus fortune had a good Jobation, 


And Jack coacluded his oration, 
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To physiognomists *tis known, 
That always sulky folks look down; 
So Jack, who sat in grievous plight, 
Saw not the chip that hove in $1glit, 
Until the dasking of the oar 
Proclaim'd the jolly boat near shore: 
Then with what joy his visage glow'd, 


As the trim boat discharg'd her load. o 


Ile told his tale, as sad as true; 
Proposals made to join their crew; 
Much work would do for little pay, 
Provided in an honest way: 
And still proceeded in that strain; 
The crew look'd glum—“ 'twas all in vain; 
« Alrcady they'd their complement ; 
Not one spare hammock could be lent: 
« *Twould do him little good, he knew, 
„To join a short allowanc'd crew ;” 


And swift their boat they put from land: 


2 Jack whistles they may all be . 


A nothat 
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Another sail soon caught his eye 
Where Britain's streamers wav'd on high; 
The barge glides swiftly to the shore, 


And lands the noble Commodore. 


„ Hey! who the Devil are you, my boy?” 
(Jack almost hngg'd him in his joy,) 

* „ An English sailor? Oh, you dog! 
(+ Put, Cockswain, give him fürst some grog ;) 


+ A good round dozen much you want, 


„ And $plit my timbers long you $sha'nt, 
For being out of glory's way 


While deeds are doing ev'ry day.” | 


But soon the vet'ran's warmth was check'd 
When it occurr'd—the Tar was wreck d; ' 
And Jack then vowimg to defend l 
[lis King and country, made a friend 
Ot the commander—whliie the crew 
Flock round him, and his joy renew. 
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Ile tells his history at large, 


And finds a seat within the barge. 


The Iusty rowers stem the tide 
And soon they reach the ship's arm'd side, 
When thus the Commodore—* Belay— 
« Mount, Jack, and <hew us all the way; 
* For honest principles and mirth, 
With me shall have a foremost birth.“ 
Bis gladden'd face a joy imparts, 


They take him in with all their hearts. 


APPLICATION, 


The Meteors wand'ring course has found 
That many Commodores abound; 
Who, since they give us their protection, 


Will balance critical reflection. 


II 


AUSPICIOUS smiles the jocund morn, 


THE WEDDING DAY. 


Rosetta hears the village bells; 
Nature's gay tints her cheek adorn, 


While trembling joy her bosom swells. 


| — 
Intent upon the merry sound, 15 
Slie scarce the tripping footstep hears; 
She casts a timid glance around, 


And Anna at the door appears. 


She s2w the lovely bridemaid stand; 
A smile so arch adorn'd Ler eyc; 
Sue Cager seiz'd her willing hand, 


Her thoughts were utter'd in a sich. 


G 4 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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How eloquent! how much she said, 
Her bosom's feelings to express! 
A sigli reliev'd the charming maid, 


When words would but have caus'd distress. 


Again the door wide open flew, 
And Emma enter'd, sweetly gay ; 
She to the pleasing duty true, 
P'roclaim'd, with joy, the Wedding Day. 


She urg'd a sister bridemaid's claim, 
But perfect shone each artless grace; 
They sound once more their sister's name, 


And tears bedew cach beauteous face. 


And now a summons from below 
Forbids affectionate delay ; 
With anxious heart, and footstep slow, 


To join th' impatient throng they stray. 


[let 
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ler hand hung careless by her side, 
Horatio saw with raptur'd eyes; 
And darting to his lovely bride, 


5. With ardor seiz'd the willing prize. 


No downcast look, no bashful sign, 
A toolish weakness then betray'd; 
Her eye imparts a look benign, 


His, blest screnity display'd. 


The holy man astonish'd gaz'd, 
As it he read their future bliss; 

With pious zeal the prayer he rais'd, 
And thrice he bless'd the sacred kiss. 


T'ITE 


1 


TO MARIA, 


— — I — 


MARK von busy insect playing, 
Sportive in this fragrant grove ; 
zcauty leaves, to beauty straying, 


Ev'ry object shares its love: 


Till, by gayer hue inviting, 
One demands peculiar care; 
There it sips, the sweets delighting, 


Sucetest, tairest of the fair. 


So while beauty wantons near me, 
Tempting to the roving sight; 
Thy sweet smile alone can cheer me, 


Ihy soft lip alone invite. 


7 0 
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'Th 
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AS two bright stars their radi eint course pursue, 
And shed their lustre o'er the verdant Plains, 
Their lucid flame darts on thi' illumin'd view, 


274 : 0 i 
And either orb in beamiha splendor reigns: 
8 — 


OG. - tyil ith wond'rins gaze admire | 
A num rous tribe with wond ring gaze admire 
Their distant course, immeasurably high; 


And struck with awe religicus, straight aspire 


- — — ww 2 


1” adore, though fate forbids them to come nigh: 


So in the blaze of all your beauties lost, 
Lach fond admirer fecls his senses stray; 
Amidst contendi:.g passions rudely tost, | 


And yields before the bright eflulgent ray. 
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"Tis thus, dear maids, that J your charms portray, 
Daring to dedicate an humble line ; 
And would the Muse might grant a brighter Jay, 


To form an off'ring worthy of your shrine. 


| PIII 
0 6 . g wut 
Then would I sing, that as in days of yore 

| 1 N . It 18 

['wo brethren, twins, were seated in the skies, ; 
Th , 1 . zut 
The world rever'd a Constellation more, 
And bless'd the gods who shew'd it to their eyes; 

Whe 
| That 
| So in these latter days your fairest fame 15 
i For beauty, elegance, and wit's bright glow, And 
| 8 

| Should call forth millions to adore your name, 

| And shine a Constellation here below. 

| zut 

Ane 

ö For 
ll TH 
| That 


LIFE: 


tray, 


ay 


FL: 


LIFE's FLEASU-RES: 


PITILOSOPITERS tell us there is not a doubt 


ut lite is all trauble.—I say they are out: 


It is hard to contend with a wisdom so great, 
But I think there is pleasure in th' human estate. 


When I first set my foot into life's weary way, 
That I/ M much of pleasure, I cannot well say; 
It is certain they fed me with nonsense, and pap, 
And my chictest repose was the old nurse's lap. 


zut now I'm with reas'ning powers possess'd, 

[ know very well I may thiuk I was blest, 

lor experience has taught me, nor taught me in vain, 
That indeed tis much pleasure to have little pain. 


But 
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But let us proceed, and now view me at scho, 


| . „ And 
Where I'm flogg'd for my mischief, or can'd for: 2 2 
5 () 
foo! *. 
: : 4 vet! 
Surely here is a prospect that offers no bliss; Tic 
ISL 


But was there no pleasure in doing amiss ? 


temon'd to a different scene of the world, 
I resembled a ship with her sails all unturl'd, 
And eager for action, with love for my guide, 


My Evil advanc 4 with a hastier stride. 


The nymph 1 attended was subtle and vain, 
And little or nothing from her could I gain, 
She plagu'd me with jealousies, jarrings and tit, 


But revenge was a pleasure, and I made her my wit, 


She kept up the joke, and fine bustles we had, 
Sometimes 'twas enough to make any man nic ; 
Still, still I was happy; pray ask me not why, 


For I reign'd, and vour question cau need no rei“. 
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Ot, . 0 
| And now bent with age, having near trod my span, | 
lor; - * . * 

You ce in me nought but the ruins of man, 

Yet still I've a pleazure, nay, take no surprise, 

lis to think you all fools—and believe myself wise. 
trlle, 
\W! 
(i 


AN AFRICAN SONG, 


VERSIFIED FROM MR. PARK'S TRAYELS, 


BLEAK blew the wind, in ceaseless roar, 
In whelming torrents fell the rain, 

The white man, friendless, cold and poor, 
Exhausted sank upon the 1 lain, 

Beneath the tree he weary lies, 

Nor heeds the storm his plaintive sighs; 

He lies, a stranger to repose, 


Without a friend to calm his woes. 


No mother's smile his bosom cheers, H 
No sister comes to give relief; | 
No tender wife to dry his tears, Le: 
To soften or partake his grief. | 


Let us the white man's wants supply, 


And think we hear a brother cry ; 


* 1 
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If pity touch the heart within, vndert 
It makes both black and white a-kin, Juen, 
| voyage 


uu 4; in ; 


TO THE CORPS DE BALLET 
PROCEEDING TO 


GRAND CAZTRO, 
By Order of the Egyptian Consul. 


(With Notes by a Friend.) 


HUSII, ye rude winds! “ be still ye gates; 
Unrufiled let the waters glide; 
Lest it be said the bounty fails, 


Lest ſoes the Gullic Chief deride. 


— 
8 
- 
l . 


* * * . = 
The Poet, with a kiad consideration for the dancers, 


undertaking a voyage almost as dangerous as the voyage of 


Ja39n, or, to come nearer to modern times, very similar to a : 

vj age to Botany Bay, forbids the hostility of the elements: 1 
nul. ES F 1 PR: 
11. * 42 the next stanza he invokes the zephyrs to transport 47 


N them 
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Ye zephyrs! rise from out your caves, 


And gentiy smooth the ſearſul way, 


Impose your bidding on the waves, 


And wait the dancers night and day. 


1 YBOYE, fa) Dp ny 
este 67 AI. t It ) / (1 mistake) 
Ye Coe ens and Citoyennes / 
4 _ 9 11 „ ' | 
Your patriot souls let nothing shake, 


Discard ideas of now and WHEN, 


J 


LANCE: + 


them to their destination, it is to be hoped that the « 
for their own sakes, will secure Barcat, Auster, and Feten 
(who may, no doubt, be found at the grand Opera at Par! 
and bear them in leathern bags, as Ulysses did the gitts of 
Holus. it may be as well, however, it they take more care 
of them, and not slecy upon the idea of their approaching 
fame, as Ulysses did in the in lulgence of his Amr Patrie. 


* 
® The Poet here strietly observes the old and new regie 
—_— . . 1 * * N 
of politeness. The ladies have the preference, as Mesdames 
but as Cirogernes they must take the rank assigned them oy ta: 


Rights of Ian. 


4.0 


= 
* * 


The 
Wuntry. 
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Fans donte, the new establish'd board, 
Charg'd to renew the French marine, 
When once the frigate is well stor'd 


Will saſely send jou to be scen! 


1 K * 
Poltroons alone could tcel alarin, 
3 . y * i 1 4, IM ; * . * * 
Promoted to Grand Cairos stage; 
* 27 | 4 * ** I" ” j An # 1} % 
#7 CONHUNC: ({C COS ber. es „es 


Auticipates you Il be the ge. 


* * . ! 0 
All perils *xcap'd, you reach the port, 
1 L 3 
* 1 * new | 2 k IP v4 © Har. STATS, [: 3 
SETS | Alt houan Lit Nat 15 CLISTLILICL ar 18, 


doom as your legs begin to sport 


Bf Shall Cairo be a second Paris. | 
$ 0 
| 4 

Care | '_ 
hin! 4 
N er" =4 124 EF" 8 = 
the muscles WiC as ürm as wax, 15 


Ot lite extinguish'd many a taper, 


Shall then their rigt 


form relax 


ic 
damen At every male and ſemale caper.“ 3 


® The Cirps ds Daliet Seldom want for confilencs in any 
Foundry. 


x 2 "J's 
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"Tis rather tedious to invent, 
You dancers know your friends desire; 
So built on fact, pray represent 


A Massacre * and mosque on fire. 


Three decades will the ballet Shine, 
Greeks, Jews, Copths, Atheists, all astonisl:'«, 
zut facts with fiction to combine, 


Still more, I'm sure you'll be admonish'd. 


teady to do whate'er you can 
You'll act, to parry fresh rebuke, 
The plund'ring of a caravan, 
And killing of a Mameluke +. 


* It is not to/be forgotten, that the famous massacre a! 
Alexandria was Kalculated for effect 3 no doubt, therefore, “ 
will have a god eftect on the stage. 


+ Perhaps it might be as well to introduce the murder of 4 
Meameluke, as a diveritiement between the acts. 


15 


U 


I 
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is many years since father Nile, 
Walk'd in his propria persona, 
In stage box you may sce him smile 


At dulcet sounds from a eremona. 


fle'll surely go, unless he fears 
4 His godship may be met with treason; 
He dreads, perhaps, to lose his ears 


On entering the walls © of reason. 


But should this really be the case, 
Should he decline to leave lis borders, 
To tempt him yet the house to grade, 


I recommend to gize him orders +. 


o 


* The reaicr will no doubt recollect, that at Paris an 
ere at 

1 4 Opera actress porsonin dthe Goddess di Reason; and tacrore 
T y *% . * * ; 

it is only 3-{ewing the sue idea to consider the Opera 


House as her '4 eruple, 

T The managers of the London theatres are perfectly well 
1 RAY. * 5 } r ' a 16 
«quainted with the nature of this inducement, 


1 3 Asure 


— 
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Assure him, that he need not drea 
By false pretences to be cheated, 
That his long beard and rev'rend head 


ill be by madly bracos © greeted. 


| , ara in 4 Pf. 
Induc'd by reasons of such ſorce, 
IIis test 1 wall t} \ p einde 
118 Prot nee Wil the 8d LOSLOW , 
It follows as a thing of course, 


Each night you 11 have an overflow. 


Long may such harmless nights as these 
Engage the heroes deep attention ! 
% * - «<\ © * ! » "' , *, | * | 5 1 > 
Long + may the vanquieh'd find release 


From real woes, in your invention! 


It is not to be supposed that any allusion is here mean: 
to the definition of bravo, as given in FYenice Presa 


ec Fired Hallers.“ 


This is a“ Consummation devoutly to be Wish'd. 


. . 


10 Q 


W; 


VERSES 


N ur Here nk; „, , © 
10 (1 young Lady, ON b, Te $2. {/# CSC l WE, ( 2 SC » 


hor On 107 DFIRQNCO, 


: 1 OE 81 
0! Trin me how, and where, and v 


_ 


an I return the obligation; 


. , 

A $ ' ” $29 TERT 1 1 7 
11 = „ ? 141 | LI 11 | 4 1 

2 

4 * » 4 * 7 * Y 
* I x 'Y ; . 
15 U | „ \ 9 LES I 1 I þ 1 0 
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O condescend! ye Muses! pray! 


(First ye must know my theme a purs is; 


O kindly teach me what to say A 


To make acceptable my Verses! 


| Delightful theme! O beanteous Putze! 
| To give the praises you require, 
| Exceeds my weak unskiliul verse, 
| Exceeds my taint poetic fire, 
| 
| 
| Shall my untutor'd pen proſane 
| The many virtues you inkerit? 
| Can J your properties explain, 
Or give you half the praise you merit? 
| 
Ah, no! I yield the task of praise 
To those who better can explain it; 
i A single wish my bosom sways, 
ö A single stanza shall contain it, 


2 
— 
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So neat, so charming a design, 
Was ne'er with such success attempted; 
And since 'tis destin'd to be mine, 


0 may I never see it emptied! 


10 


—— , teen 


— a" 


TO LESBIA. 


MILTON in notes divine could sing 

Joys that from melanchoiy spring, 
And fill the soul with elevating fire; 

Lo me, alas! no joys to lenqs, 

NO Sweet Ju duri: II el he "ti Is, 


' 
10 I 6<j31 


* 
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SCOrmul frowns when 


| 4! 
| Ba * 1 
I 110 if 
. 
7 x * 
i nd ; . 
N 1905 Vi 10 
1 8 
#3 . — 1 
1 iil Leina 


But when I seek her now, 'tis 5 C: 


4 [COL fo 1110 with dis: 


— 
— 
- 
C 
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- 


the v IT 18 ga e 1 
114 144 | ® | STIL) 161 (1! \\ 


. 


* © * 
r briaht and happy do 


| warmth of beauty's 1 


| 17 % v#is 
Lit to-mnorros. 
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(0. world but that to-morrow come! 


| TY | 
\nd | could meet the maid alone, 


1 : Fi. 1 ks . _—_ 11 * , . — * 
4 1 v. en Her TON 10s N 4 t W060 10 cal ny suit; 
i ' e 1 1 1 1 15e * 
' EIS 4 It! I 1 111 121 . 5 
1 * 1 
lam t HY despales dars . 
* * * . * 
| 7 ' : bt (11 (1; 111 {1 | 1\ a A itil, 
_ 
” . 1 p K WW 
should the kind powers grant, 
* (1 No \\ TI { * { \ I3; 11 Ls 
. | 16 t <homntt bo Ale grow: 
\ x T 1 4 11 111 VITLUL tx LIC \ — * , 
3 5 151 21 38 . a 
* i 1 Ct 14 ! 1 £48 CL 7 


o 0 * 
GA NMINCTY. LHIC YOUL 8 lease, 


I ICS 1 1 
* * 


and cultivate a Paradise below, 


- 


| THF 


iHE FA4ULTLESS HORSE. 

10 
8 

I bought a horse; the owner swore 14 
He had no fault, was far from vicious: that | 
Thus much *twas well, I asK'd no more, ment 
Not choosing to be thought capricious, 4 SCE 

It is 

When lo! to my surprise I find bien 
This faultless horse is almost blind: misit 
In haste I hie me back to meet | Vien 
My jockey; find him—* Sir, this cheat | bogg 
“Will never do; the nag's unsound nor; 
* Has not an eye to see the ground!“ ho 
« Friend,” quoth the man, as Sharp as salt, not 
| „is his misfortune—not his {ault,” but 
dran 


| | 10 ten 


Dee. 12, 1799. 


10 THE EDITOR OF THE METEORS. 


SIR, 


au so greatly pleased with your first Number, 
that I wish you all possible success and encourage- 
ment: I will, therefore, speedily present you with 
scene or two from a new German play, uss.— 
It is not by Kotzebue, is storchouse has been suf-— 

E liciently ransacked; but is written by a very pro- 
mising young man, who has made his debut at 


Vienna with astonishing cclat. His name is Klotze 


boggenhagen. The very name alone implies supe- 
nor genius, and promises Something extraordinary! 
hope I shall be able to do justice to my author; 
not that I understand one word of the language; 
but that you know is nearly the case with all the 
dramatic upholsterers who have furnished the three 
ticatres with those divine corruscations, seintilla— 
tions, 


tions, emanations, and eſervescences of Germm oy 


Ly 949 1 . 
genius. Indeed, my resources are $meriy OL UN 


If 
, 4 4 ti! 44; 
mos, 8 1 have 3 131 Old (1 | CoOnstantty at pu * 
elbow \\ 15 1% * ue 11746 ** * I 4 1 K 1 * Dust 
Mo PEDAL 50 COOU as to translate the ora) 
* A 1. a I: I - . * i 4 1 1 + 
Into Tan 13 Cite), z 1 5 How 10 113346 7% 1 "*, 5 1 
0 1 {* ' a " 3 * l ; * 
little at hei langugge as | Go of his! LIC is non 3 
Sitting D 16 vii nis Be, is Porte 1 11 ' _ Sit); 
. 4 i - : 


» * 297 11 7 — | , . N * 1 , | 5 84 
Sou! srout, and We 1171 VO Nen 0 * 11375 {4 te f 1 5 . 4 1} 
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1 * . 8 . 
v#*7 % ** 5 % | 7 . . . T * 
act; 1e 1 127. Anne 61 A Bien I ere Gy) 14 21 { 1171 


Tremäam sour tru}\ dove (ed servant Cave 


The title of the Play, (for it is neither "Fragedy, 


Comedy, or Farce) is 


TIL BENEFOLEN 7. CUT=TIROAT. 


As for the Prologue, any F174 One Will "UT {or the auth; 


purpose, ——)})}cm. Fiarro, grea 


Act 1. Scene 1. Previous to the drawing up 


man 
1 of the curtain, an appropriate Overture is to be 
7 (f 
a 1 1 * 1 * , ase 
paved, I shall endeavour to prevail on Messrs. 
; Iv . 
; - 1. 1 * Wa 8 . DA => Raw 3 06 
„„ „ busck and Kelly to club their well-known talents, 
i] [ * 
Hom «Gs a „ | 
3 4nd also to rummove their heads, and ransack 
| . i f 
er porte-Iontiles or SOMCULING / rappant . AS 
12 lo „ent Met 8141 F tha * WOE ork 
* con as the ACCUSTONICU anal Or Tune Prompiers 
ee = . thn ent 4 "+ bn RR eras. erate Lo a 
Kulte Is U Ar. * ne * BER. ( 111 8 nsiderab! ad- 
ditions) will emerge from their subterrancous 
| | f q 
cmerns; and, after being duly arrayed, they will 
' 1 * 1 , . * F y f 471 1 _ « 
oulder their fiddles, &c. The instant Mr. Shaw 


UL ups the candle skreen with his bow, the lights, of 
Gery kind, will be suddenly extinguished!!!— 
There's novelty {or you !—This circumstance alone 
will crowd the theatre-for months to come. Figure 
to yourself the surprise, the awful surprise, when 


the gatety of a well-illnminated theatre 1s suc— 


ceded by sudden and unexpected opacity and 
| dargnoess, barely visible. low must the hearts of 
the audience quake at this solemn beginning! The 
author intends to keep them in "the dark during à 
great part ot the first act, which is both novel and 
diflerent 


different from the present mode; inasmuch as e se 


spectators can casily ce through the whole plot, nend 
before halt the heroes and heroines appear. The ghjec 
Overture will also add to the terrific effect; more ban 
especially as I have procured four pair of new WE Jin! 
- kettle drums, of a much larger calibre than those piar 
in the Tower. Several treble-double trombones arc rende 
making: Merlin has contrived a machine which theat 
Successfully expresses the Screams of ravisol WM The | 
ladies, and the groons of their dying lords -M. tentic 
Ass-bridge has nearly completed a quadruple has Wi publi 
soon, with which he will bray most melodious)v. Wi ing p 
At certain intervals a bell will toll, and me BF —\> 
judicious parses will allow the audience to beat unus: 
the roaring of the winds and wolves, the pattemg 0 
of hail, &c. After a few introductory bars, the an 
curtain will Slowly ascend, and discover a cotiage, in 
with a little farthing rush light glimmering in be end 
window: Mr, Bannixter, jun. will then appcay, and 10 ac 


sing that celebrated air, by way of exordium, If rep 


the sour critic objects to the song, let lum ou lore 
recullect that Cora, distracted for the los of ber „0 u 


I; > [ 41d, 


15 the 
plot 
The 

more 

| new 
those 

25 Ake 

which 


shed 


M.. 


+ has 
bush. 
Some 
hear 
terms 
„ the 
age, 
n the 
„ und 
„3 
Olly 


t ler 


[ 41d, 


mendous storm, sings a song; 


Parro? 
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— 


hasband, the danger of her child, and the tre— 


while the poor little 


object of her tenderness and solicitude is lying on 


4 bank Shivering with cold, and drenched to the 


takin! Can the critic dispute the authority of 


The glare of the lightning will be 


rendered still more vivid and awtul, as the whole 
| theatre will be envelopped in complete obscurity, 
| The managers are resolved to pay all possible at— 
E tention to the comfort and convenience of the 


public, and have unanimously adopted the follow- 


mg plan to prevent contus1on, or any fatal accident, 


| —\s the press of company must necessarily be 
unuually great, not only on the firs night, but 


ao for many months to come, Messrs. Cruik— 


hank, Earle, 'Thomas, and several of the most 
eunnent surgeons in London, are engaged, to at- 
end in the green-room, that they may be ready 


% net at the first call, to sf arms and legs, and 


Iran the many fractured sknlls that must per- 


once occur, considering that public curiosity will 
» wound up to an unusual pitch. Every one must 


[ applaud 


130 


applaud the policy, as well as the humanity of the 
measure. To counteract the depredations of pick- 
pockets, Bridges-strect, Great am Little Nuss 
street, and Wooburn passage, will be lined with g 
double detachment of the Volunteer Cots, 
Messrs. Bond, Ford, Kc. will be at their offices in 
Bow-street; and, except on those nights when 


Mr. Townsend is previously engaged at the Onora, 


or at the routs, balls, fandangos, «uppers, &c. of 


the beau monde, that gentleman will give tis 


powerful aid! 1 $hail conclude with tinting to 
the public, (through your meteorogt oil medium, 
that all the sconery, machinery, dresses, decora- 
tions, &C, Will be new, Splendid, eccentric, and 
appropriate. Madame Bossi Del Caro will intro- 
duce a new grand tragic hornpine, which witl add 
to the solemnity of the toute vazcinble; aud Mes 
dames Crouch, Bland, Leak, De Camp, &c. val 
warble their dulcet tones, seinitones, demti-sini— 
tones, 


” , * 4 
slurrs,  arpogiatura's, crexcends $, diu 


nuenda's, rallantando's, and smorzando's, in aue 


time bud place! 


A supeib, roomy, and Commu 


gy , 
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19 
Mes- 


dious office is nearly completed for Mr. Fosbrooke 
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and his clerks, to take down the infinity of names 
for places. This office is building on the large 
pot of waste ground near St. Clement's church in 
the Strand; it is to he wholly devoted to those who 
reside eastward ho! Another oflice, in Pall Mall, 
js in great forwardness, which is erected for the 
convenience of the nobility and gentry who reside 
zi the court end of the town, and in the upper 


liberties. Thus the confusion, so much to be 


bprchended by the crowds of carriages, and 
wolmen, during the diurnal scramble for places, 


vill be prevented, and no danger can possibly 
ensue. I had almost forgot to mention, that the 
performances at the theatre must necessarily be 


pupended at least a fortnight previous to the re- 
presentation. 
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OS FERI T. 


Nr. Editor, December 14, 1790 


AS I am sure that you and your readers wil. 
w extremely impatient to have a little taste of thi: 


German banquet, by way of Sandwich, I haue 


gent you a short scene of the first Act, in additio 


to the Programme, 


FIR 


Tran 


Prin 
Gen 
Old 
Still 
Pete 
AV 
Prin 
0d 
Che 


Sers 


A 


THE BENEVOLENT CUT-THROAT; 


A PLAY IN SEVEN ACTS. 


Translated from the original German drama, written 


by the celebrated Klotuboggenhaggen. 


DRAMATIS PERSONEZ: 


Prince Wiggenwaggenhausen, (the stranger. 
General Chatterinbourg, (Ai Aid de Camp. 
Old Hermit of the Rock, 

Stilletto, (the Benerolent Cut-Throat.)) 

Peter, ( Ais 8ercant. ) 

A Wolf. 

Princess Wiggenwaggenhausen, 

Od Woman, ( Housekeeper to Stuletto.) 

Ghost of the Old Hermit's Daughter. 

Servants, Soldiers, Banditti, Wild Beasts, &c. 


Scene: A Mood near As8chaffenbourg. 
Tune ; Morning, noon, evening, night. 


The 


The Benevolent Cut⸗CThroat. 


ACT 1, SCENE I. 


A storm.—The curtain rises during the uforesaid . 
propriate grand Overture ; con stichito, Con tris, 
con furto ! I- scene represents a cotlove of 
hocd in the midst of a dark wood. The flakes if 
lghtuing shew the surrounding prospect at int 
A little farthing rush-light twxinkles in the cottay' 
window, which is a chequer'd antique Ccaseme'i! : 
some of the panes are broken ; others mended ai 
stuffed with rags, old st ocltings and red night caps, 
Auf runs across the stage howling. 

Worr. 
HOO ! hoo ! hoo! crit Tl. 
Enter Peter, catching a Bat. 
Peter. Ha! have I caught thee ! ha! 'tis gone 
by G- d!“ 
Oh ! I have lost thee; it is very odd! (exit Peter) 


We need not be surprised at this irreverend use of the 
name of the Deity ; (vide Pizarro and all the German plays; 


I sup- 


4 597 
{int 
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St 
No I 
(The 
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lian 
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gone 
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4 stranger enters, dripping wet ; he knocks three dis- 
tinct knocks at the cottage door with increased 
cnergu. 
Stranger. All, all is dark; and the refulgent 
moon 
No longer shines; perhaps she's in a swoon? + 
(The stranger knocks again with increased agitation; 


an old woman opens the casement. 


Old Woman. Speax—who is there? (her coun- 
lmance strongly marked with Fear and doubt.) 

Stranger. "Vis IT. (with confidence.) 

O Human. Who art thou? (i in doubt.) 

Stranger. Descend. (itz wry able dignity and 
«i/-tmportance.) 


I :uppose Kotzebue in his play of the Stranger, borrowed 


tis hint of Peter's unique entree; however, he was 80 


prudent as to change the bat int a butterfly 

What a new and felicitous ilea ! making the moon faint 
Way! —Shakespear, (who, by the bye, had a pretty knack 
kt writing) only makes his moon sleep: (Vide Merchant of 
Venice, Act V. Scene I.) but our sublime bard, glowing 


bt Auſtrian enthusiasm, makes her faint away at once. 


Enter 
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Hinter Ol Nroman from the cottage ; her garmeits | 
, * 8 af 
tatter'd and patched ; a red handkerchief round her W 
head, She creeps along with ecident marks of fear, al 


then hope, at last se bursts out in rapture. 


] 
O TFoman. Ile ems a goodly youth, may hay 
8 s TOR | Ihe 
he's rich, (aside.) 
, 
Stranger. By this vague light che scems an u. glx 
1 
aside with doubt mixed with corn 2 
8 f | I) 
Grant me, my fair one, one poor Cup of hock! 
: TRE | | O 
Cith herghtened agitation, and cv e 
. h 
prevent crying.) ; 
* .* ” ©: » { 
O!d FFoman. Alas! dear Sir, wev'e not laid it ; 
our stock! 
Stranger. (Lifts up his eyes, wrings his hands, ts | 
3 5 ; a ; ; 5 "| 
his hair; his whole frame ts agonized, his colour Jad, : 
his knees tremble, his teeth chatter, and down he dro 
if and insensible.) Oh ! || 1 
1 
1 This may, at firſt glance, appear indelicate in Engl; 7 
but I can assure my gentle readers, that it is in the true ste Wue 
of the lezitimite German drama. Ihe offensive monosy 1 
ble, v. often occurs in their most adiaired pieces. — 4 
Say; 
et or. } , 
beg leave to pvint out the exquisite skill of our c. and a; 
| | they cf 


matiſt in this place. As the characters have said al 
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Old Homan. Oh! (gies a conrulsice gasp and 
falls also.) 
[nter Peter running; he & the horrid catastrophe, 
and falls likecwise, 
Peter. Oh! | 
The 8tortf begins to ceasc, and the MON Appears. 
Shricks are Hard, firs-at a distance, then piu 
forte, then fortissimo. Enter Slilidtto, dragging 
in a lady ; her hair dishecedled, her dress lacerated ; 


evident marks of xilence and extreme distress ap- 


pear in her countenance. Stiletto adrances his dark 


lanthorn, and sees this dex u climar of calamity. 


ald in n 
He Starts=the lady Starts—the Old Vioman starts 
—the stranger starts -er starts—and they all 
CCS : 
; 6 | TiO, 
Jan, 


FE Stiletto. Ila! what is here? a stranger? hum! 
| perhaps 

lle and my dame have been at puiling caps? 

ng lin; urt solute. 5 


e $U honen 18 1 * — 0 , ö 1 
u Vence this intrusion? Crith considerable dignity.) 
nosy U- 
1 N 
$4y 3 or, at least, all the poet can ſay for them, he cleverly 

9a hh and adroitly makes them all faint away; and*thus he saves 
they ci! nuch unneceſſary verbiage and tau tology 

ll 1* NUNger. 
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S ranger. (hots, expresses the most profuund . 
mility, and scarcely dares to lift up his eyes.) 
The dark and dreary night, the dreadful storm, 
Drove me unvillingly to get a warm.“ 
Lady. By this faint light, which trembles in yon 
pool + 
I think I sce my Lord! (Her eyes are lifted up, and 


Joy seems to illumine her countenance.) 


Stilletto, — Be still you fool. (Cimperaticely. | 
These arms alone shall circle you ere night 


Has yielded to the Sun's more gorgeous light. 


(With extreme rapture, and increasing agony of 


Jondness.) 


* This is not only worded with all the genuine simplicity 
of the German drama, but it also marks the locality of the 
scene. Eis complaining of cold, is expressed with atmosphic- 
rical fidelity, 

4+ How poetically and clegantly expressed! The refiexes 
of the moon ſeem to vibrate in the water. Could Vandet- 


near bave painted lis favorite orb with more truth ? 


Lt „ 


Sour 


Ile 


; 
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Lady. Monster avaunt ! on thy detested bed, 
Ne'er will T deign to lay my wearied head ! (wwil/ 
the utmost $corn.) 
Stranger. Methinks that voice—oh—ceasc—my 


tluttering—heart ! 


von f 
, Sounds like the musick of my better part. f 
and Ie expresses the carious transtons of doubt, joy, 
grief, certainty, irresolution, rapture, and at las- 
gradually sinks into len melancholy. 
E7 
(T's be continued in a following number.) 
1 What a beautiful periphrasis for wife? 
/ of 
| —— 
& I Thought that the. addition of notes explanatory 
1. and illustratice, would not only sitence the psevdo 
en » 
F the critic, but that they would also insinuate the plot 
she into the boxes, I also prefer rhyme to blank verse, 
tor this reason, Tz. $0 Many of our modern dramas 
lexes hace no reason, some no j,, dub, ⁰ nather 
del 


rhyme or reason, the scorent critic Cannot ν!U 


this play, as there ts rhyme at least. | Translator. 
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1 
ent CONCLUSION OF THE CENTURY 


By Mr. PATRICK O'PnELLVY, 0 


”—W_— -—_ - - - — 


It this century ends in the one vear or tother, | 
While thus you continue tg argue away f 
Arrah! my dear jewels, now do cease your potter, 
And hear what O' Phelim is going to say: 
Perhaps vou may think J can't judge of an end; 
zut this is my opinion, (and don't let it gail!) 
If the close of the long hundred years must depend 


On the length of your logic. they'll not end at all 


ug 

YONtNOT, 

end; 
th 

alt 

lebend 
4 


The Meteors. 


| 


Number 4. 


Lit, judices, sanctum apud vos HUMANISSINGS HOMINET, 
hoc poetæ nomen, quod nulla unguam barbaria viviavits 


Cee. 


* 


Authors are partial to their 3/7, 
But are not Critics to their Judgment too ? 


Pepe. 


t, *tis true; 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


IE thank EvuGrxIus for his Letter and his Verses. 


We are 8orry that we cannot gratify our reade}'s 
ti a continuation of the Gemen Play in this Num- 
br; but ice hope that the severe indispositiom of the 
lrandator will be accepted as d $ufſicient apology. 


CO- 


CONTENTS. 


DxFFICULTIES; AND A STORY FOR THE Currice 
To Tur lNioLLy, 

ANACREONTIC. 

To DEL1a. 

ANACREON'S FIRST Ops, 

Tngtove or Loves. 

IlorE; AN ODE. 

Erirarii ON A GREAT ACCOUNTANT, 
THE TRAVELLER, OR, WIIT UL MiSTAKI 
AURELIA AND THE SFIDER, 

DFceir. 

Tur FOUNDLING. 

To AxnNa's LiINNET. 

SUICIDE, (CONTINUED.) 

WILLIAM AND ANNA. 

EriGRAMS, 


ies 


1 


DIFFICULTIES: 
AND 


A. STORT FOR THF CRITICS. 


Visions of glory, spare my aching sight! 
e unborn Mross, tach not on my soul! 


CRA . 


—— — wn me — — — — 


— 


OH! what a life a poet leads, 

For rest he vainly intercedes; 

The Muse pursues him morn and night, 
$i! in his ears she chocs -αi¹te! 
And, like a mortal scolding damd, 

Ai midnight, Keeping up the game, 

She makes bis very dreams iespect her, 


And gives, in verse, the curtaln-lecture. 


Alas! what Work we have in hand! 
An hundred themes the pen demand; 


K Mucn 
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Much to be written, much to mend — 
And tirstly, SUICIDE to ene: 

Road it. Ve Crities! if v „ — 

But be not tempted thence to bill. 
So fond on you our inc doats 


We would not have you cut vour throats. 


Then there remains the Gorman Play, 
A Work of danger and dixmay ! 
Another Score to clear away. 
So well, "tis said, the first part tos k, 
The town is mad to get the book; 
The lovely Wolf has rais'd, we hear, 
More hope, than ever Wolf gave fear, 
Only the Managers avow 
(To them must FaBius Picron bow) 
If such procecdings do not ceuse, 


"They'll bind us o'er to keep the peace. 


Well, well—vwe strive to please ye all, 
Whatever danger may befal; 
With dear variety, our guide, 


We beat the buskes fav aud wide, 
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And hope (as prizing a good name) 


You think we fairly take our game, 


But for the Critic of stern brow, 
Who eyes new books, the Lord knows how! % 
Whose nice perception it offends, 
To hear them prais'd, e'en by his friends: 
The following lines we introduce, 


\nd hope they may be found of use. 


From deep weigh'd causes, say the wise, 
Fflects unlook'd tor oft arise; 
Thus censure may give birth to praise 
We'll twist the thing in sev'ral ways.) 
When the Ephesian dome was fir'd, 
The youth by thirst of fame inspir'd 
In striving to record es nume, 
Gave to the pile a deathless fame. 
But better to explain the thought 


A little story schall be brought. 


K 2 IIR. 
And 
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TIE OLD RACE HOSI. 


A leun old horse, whose fame wiien voung, 
lad been the theme of ev rv tongue, 
Was dragging, much against his will, 

A heavy cart up IIolborn TH. 

Methinks IT hear his tott'ring teet— 

Ihs ribs, against each other meet : 

ce the pitcous eve ke rears, 

Which scems to say, * Ah, end my cares!“ 
In van tor it I understand 

Ihe driser, with lis whip in haad, 
Means by mana whoot ! gee up! gee ho! 


+ Up hill, whether you can or no!“ 


The passing crowd his grief observd, 
And thought he better fate desers'd. 
La!“ says a lady, tis a sliame 
& To use a beast so.“ Maam he's lame; 


„Oh! shocking fellow! can't vou fect? 


„Those cuts his lameness will not heal;“ 
„ Waunds!” cries the carman, I know ent. 
0 


People teach me—a pretty jest! 


| 
1 
il 
' 
| 
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Much better cattle have I whipp'd, 


* 


Sure footed beasts, that never slipp'd; 


„But this, a stubborn eu, wont move, 


* As I would have him, 'till he's drove.” 
This said, the cruel lasli he phes, 
The steed to move, yet vainly tries— 


Now sinking—on the earth he lies! 


The man is blam'd by all the crowd, 
And clamour rises very loud, 
But CANDOUR happ'ning to pass by 
Pauses, and asks the reason why ? 
One answers“ Qaly a dead horse,“ 
| ad,” Says he, © "tis nothing worse, 
For hearing such a mighty rout 
L iwar'd more nischief might turn out. 
* Poor steed! to me thou long wast known 
In passing through the busy town, 
Although that horrid heavy cart 
* Ob=xcur'd the bea ty of each part 
Delornn'd v iti dust, your {lowing mane, 
My casual glance could nc'er detain, 


WW « And 


— — 
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„ And hadst thou not been us'd so il 
„ Fd known but little of thee still.“ 


He gave the beast a gentle pat, 
Which many people wonder'd at: 
How shall I paint their wonder, when 
The horse rose on his legs again? 

He was not dead as they believ'd, 


How often is the world decciv'd ! 


Then Candour bought the gentle beas*+: 


Who being from the cart releas'd, 
First thank'd the driver with regard 
For hitting him so xery hard: 


Else he a drudge miglit vet have been, 


By Candour still have liv'd unseen, 


And now, 1n rich inclosures plac'd, 
With torage grateful to his taste, 
By cumbrous shafts no longer press'd, 


tle neighs as wanton as the rest. 


TV THE HULLYI': 


WHEN chill December's snows bestrew the ground, 
nd winter's horrors spread profusely round, 

"Tis thine, dear tree, in mem'ry to renew 

The smiling spring in all its lovely hue; 

Nor do thy cheering beauties grow in vain, 

They warm devotion in the holy tane ; 

Whence joyous hope looks forward to behold 

\gain the custom of the days of old. 

Memorial of the still revolving vear, 

In evry Christian house thy boughs appear: 

Whie mirth and zallity delight to Se 

the ſriendly Mistletoe entwin'd with thee; 

Ju $Kreen, beneath the thick proverbial shade. 


Mult kisses from the halt unwilling maid, 


K 4 AV. I- 
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ANACREONTTIC. 


Ol! «pare those sighs that softly spcak 


The fond repinings of thy cast, 


On which trom storins and north winds bicak, 


Secure | often Sought to rest. 


5 120 ' * „ 
While her love's true, mv syucet one's 

Should all be banish'd to the wing; 
A «hott aſtliction bath'd with tears 


Bespeaks a weakness in the mind. 


would not have the girl I love 
Wrap in suspicion all her soul, 
Because Sonutimes I devious rove, 


Neglecting her, to drain the bowl. 


Bace 


}, 
ii 


An 
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daechus, the god of nectar'd treasure, 
zunges in Wenus' myrtl'd grove, 
And if his grapes invite to pleasure, 


Where shall I fly but to my love. 


(in | then leave thy dear control, 
Or deign on false ones to repose? 
Thnk'st thou, I would 'midst nettles roll. 


8 | 
And sligůt the fragrance of the Ross? 


Ti E FA J : O U R J. D LO V i. | 6-8 


Damon's in love, I plainly sce, 
Without a rival proves; 
\las! who would his rival be, 


For 'tis himself he loves, 


ty % — + 1 
= - — —_ ＋ — 5 1 + * 2 4: 
. 4 — a N 
- — — - — bs . — — * 
— * * ; „ 
— K QA. PIE. 
— "es PF» 5 9 


— * 1 
= E * 
r 


So  -- " — 
; 1 * — — 


r 


6 


a 
| | 
i a 


FU 94 


4 BALLAD, FROM FLORIAY. 


The joys of love, on eagles wing, 
Frum happy mortals fly: 

The <orrows that from passion spring 
Ne'er leave us 'till we die. 

When Delia smil'd—enchanting fair! 
No bliss could cqual mime; 

But now she's false, and fell despair 


Has broke the charm divine. 


While yon meand'ring stream shall glide 


Through Arno's ertile plain; 
To swell the river's flowing pride, 
And charm the l:stless swain; 
To thee, fond youth, once Delia said 
I'll ever constant prove: 
Ah, me! the brook still bathes the meud, 
But she bas chang'd her love, 
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ANACREON'S FIRST ODE. 


FOR lofty strains my bosom glows, 
I wisl: to sing Atrides might, 
Ilis fame, his fortunes, and his woes, 
Or Cadmus, dreadful in the fight. 
In vain 1 try 
Such sounds to move, 
My strings reply 


To nought but love. 


Enrag'd, my lyre I newly strang 
19 raise a nobler theme I strove, ; 

And then, with bold attempt I sang 
The labours of the son of Jose. 


Yet still in vain 


My eſtorts prove! 
My loftiest strain 
Is gentle love, 


Farewell 


Farewell then, Tleroes, Kings, farewell, 
Ye mighty Chiefs of ancient days, 
[ leave to nobier bards to tel! 
„our deeds, and celebrate your Praise. 
To my sweet theme 


IM constant prove, 


And only dream 


()t gentle love, 


THE LOVE UF LOF ES. 


ALTHOUGITII they write of ardent sighe 
The wanton look, the coy surprise, 
\l] envious Poets have contest 


\ 


Mr LoYE of iival fair the best. 


\round her form so neat, so gay 
Itx THOUSAND rosy Cupids play, | 
Pchold her undulating hair, 


{EX THOUSAND flowing charms are there. 


LOS - —— 


How oft her speaking eyes impart i 
N THOUSAND wishes to my heart! 
TH [EN THOUSAND times I long'd to sip 


e nectar of her coral lip. 


There 


Farewell then, Ileroes, Kings, farewell, 
Ye mighty Chiefs of ancient days, 
leave to nohier bards to tell 
Your deeds, aud celebrate your praise. 
To my sweet theme 
II constant prove, 
And oniy dream 
Ot gentle love, 


=. 


THE LOVE OF LOF ES. 


ALTHOUGII they write of ardent sighe \ 
The wanton look, the coy surprise, 
\l] envious Poets have contest 


Mr LoVYE of rival fair the best. 


\round her form so neat, so gay 
Itx THOUSAND rosy Cupids play, 
chold her undulating hair, 


[EX THOUSAND flowing Charms are there. 


ow oft her <praking eyes impart 
IEN TROUSAND wishes to my heart! 
TH, RE EN THovsAaND times I long'd to sip 


16 nectar of her coral lip. 


There 


* 
t 
) 
: 
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There are (although to these J yield) 
* 
PEN THOUSAND other charms conceal': 


Extatic charms! Þy love's decree 


Destin'd exclusively for me! 


A Wag, attentive to my lays, 
Thus resclv'd her boasted praise: 
Friend Tom, my learned head expounds, 


Thy Silvia has TEN THOUSAND pounds.” 


- 


HOPE; 


JE 


O 
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WHEN stranued on some foreign const. 
Where hungry tygers roar, 


ſhe sailor hopes, though all is lost, 


To gain his native shore. 


[he captive in some prison drear, 
Oppress'd with grief and pain, 
Sill fondly hopes, the coming year 


lis freedom to regain. 


The lover, wretched and forlorn, 
Who now dcejected roves, 
llopes, on some fair auspicious Morn, 


To win the maid he loves, 


Thus hope, through life, enchanting pow'r 
Enlivens ev'ry breast, 

Aud cen in death's terrific hour 
Beguiles the soul to rest. EF 


EPI- 


EPITAPH, 


UN A GREAT -ACCOUNTANT., 


FOR reck 'mng ſam'd, and arithmetic Sil. 
Here entcr'd lies a marn—who knew no ih: 


Truth could not add unto his boncet lan 


Peaceful his lie —no strife he ever made 
And dito of his death was justiy said: 
Dicision he ne'er chest tween man and de 
Ile lov'd to multiply. 48 10 104d lite; 

For s:mple mt{rest he Im many rules, 

But left all compound unto Knaves and loo 
His practice was to all each honest cats, 
The arvcer—lis own bosom's best autant: 
To rules of % and fire he did not clit 


*S 4 i 5 Þ 0 a PRE OS . 
Ihe RULE Of ONE admit G, and 10) Q UH I». 


THE TRAVELLER, 
O R, 


4 WILFUE. MISTAKE. 


A CRAZY. TALE. 


HOW very frequently we see, 
Inoratitude past over with impunity ! 
ow $trange, that any one can be 
Unjust because there is an opportunity! 
But so it is we know, 
And when this tale's recorded, 
Ingratitude *twill shew 


Justly rewarded. 


L A country- 


| 
| 
| 


A countryman, who many a mile had rode 
In that strange vehicle, a stage coach basket, 
In vain now sought a sheltering abode, 
In vain « social fire, or cheering flasket, 


For want of cash to pay the fare, 


Fen that he had been glad to pitch in; 5 
But chilling cold now made him dare jp 
To venture to the kitchen. 

ge 
Around a blazing fire what sights appear ! « \ 
There sat a lady in a riding habit; « þ 
Eating a sav'ry goose; a farmer here : 
Eating his roasted onion, and welch rabbit, a 
The while upon the hearth a mastiff lies, «\ 

Receiving scraps from all in generous supplies, 
9 8 


The countryman had just arriv'd from Norwich, 
Which having said, the lady turn'd about, 11 
Licking her lips the while, 
Saw him, with wishful eye, survey the porridge | 
Soak 5 
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Smoak in a bason, piping hot turn'd out; 
And having generously beckon'd, 
When with the coachman she had reckon'd, 
She grin'd contempt'ously a sncering smile. 


Pray, honest friend (still munching) did you know 
„he good old farmer Wealthy? 
© You possibly can tell 
„If he be ill or well— 
Ile is my husband.“ “Dear heart! is he so? 
* Yes, when I left'un, he was brave and healthy.” 
And was the fine old mansion standing still? 
* The seat of our family for years. 
„It's lofty turret o'er the wood it rears, 


„Whose trees, in growth, scem to consult its will.“ 


“Standing! OP de let it along for that! 
As strong agever is it, Li be sworn ; 
* The storm or hurricane that lays that flat, 
& Must level with the ground, 
Ahe sheltering trees around, 
* Up by the roots they I morciess be torn!” 


L-9 « low 
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How much oblig'd to vou Jam,“ 


Said she, (and threw the dog a bonc;) ED 
« And how's my son? how's little Sam, . 
& Can the dear creature walk alone?“ 4 
% Alone! by'r lady! never fear, 
„The child comes en amazing QUICK ;-. 1 
Im glad to hear 3t! Pretty dear! 
& And how's the fav'rite mastiff? how is Dick? * 
40 
Ile is in periect health and spirits She 
„Mhile he can get enough to cat;“ A 
: 

44 hape“ said she. ““ they give him u hat he merit hi 
„A constant bellyx-full of good roast meat, + 
« Well, Sir, you're very kind, I can't but own: «FF 
So threw the dog anotier dainty bone. 1 
The countryman, a sly, good natur'd blade, EN 

Observing how his 4wdros was repuldd, 
Thought of a stratagem to get a snack. "0 
Thus to the dog he said, “ Ah, saucy glutton! « 
6 I wizh poor Dick could share thy goose and mutt F 


| 


„But, al! he's gone; in vatu we wish him back: 
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Inis rous'd the lady: © Gone! what dead! 
„thought you said my dog was well?” 
* Squire Graham's mastiſt, ma'am, I said; 


* But farmer Wealthy's dog, a sad disaster, 


* MOUTRIDE the Heath of Sam, his little master 


{ "a 1 4 __ __ 5 } * 5 v3 
od of a broken heart, as neighbours tell. 


4% 


The death of Sam! heavens! is he too gone ! 

\ x 0 | * . „ 
„Mv darling boy! am I of thee bereav'd? 
$16 dropt the hot unfinish'd bone 
4 


And leaning on her elbow, loudly griev'd. 
While thus the conntryman, ©Lord,Ma'am,don't cry, 


„ow could he help it being but a child, 
15 


Forc'd to behold a loving father die;“ 


* His father dead! I surely shall go wild.“ 


o 


* Nay, as for that, his father could not choose, 
Ihe fire burat furtously, I needs must say; 
# All fell, man, woman, cow, pig, goose and gander; 


dc ? 


dhe Names Spread wide; I own it's mournfnl news, 
Put if his dad could in the mansion stay, 


"I * 4 i TX an a * J, 
lle must have been a salamander. 


"BS. No 
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No longer now could the fat mastiff share 
Her lavish bounty; up che trantic rose; 
And thus she made her moan : 
© What have I now remaining of my own 
gut grief, misfortune, and despair ? 
O death! at one rapacious pull, 
* Thus to accumulate a mother's woes, 


The measure of my grief is full! 


«© Down will J go, this hour, if J am able;” 


She's off; and goose remains unfſinish'd on the table, 


„O ho! at last I've brought her to her senses!“ 
Says Lubberkin; “of woe I've tilPd the measurc ! 
* It is but just to husband her expences, 
And not let all the goose be wasted, 
„For Jam sure, when once tis tated, 


will üll my belly with the greatest pleasure,” 


So saying, to the table down he sits, 


And mastiff eyes, in vain, the dainty bits, 


AURE 


table. 


1 
U. 


INH. 


AURELIA *® AND THE SPIDER, 


THE muslin torn, from tears of grief 
In vain Aurelia sought relief; 

In sighs and plaints che past the day, 
The tatter'd trock neglected lux. 
While busied at his weaving trade, 

A Spider heard the sighing maid; 
And kindly stopping, in a trice, 

Thus ofler'd, gratis, his advice, 
„urn, little girl, behold in me 

* A stimulus to industry; 
Compare your woes, my love, with mine, 


„And tell me who Should most repine, 


At the request of several of our readers, we $0 far in- 
fringe upon the plan of our Work as to insert this little Poem, 
although it has alrealy appeared befure the public. It is 
the production of a liberal contributor to the METEoORs, 


ma we trust it has suticient merit. to plea. odr excuse. 


14 & 'I his 
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« This morning, ere you left your roo; 
© The Chambermaid's remorseless broom, 


« In one sad moment, that destroy'd 


* To build which thousands were employ'( Ik 
„ The shock was great; but as my lite M # 
« sav'd in the relentless Strife, A £ 
« I knew lamenting was in vain, * : 
© So smiling went to work again, | - 
« By constant work, a day or more, 1K | 
„% My brittle mansion will restore; "ik 
« And if cach tear that you have shed, 3 
10 Had heen 4 needleful ot thread, __ 
« If ev'ry sigh of sad despair 
% Had been a stitch, with proper care, cet 
« Clos'd would have been the luckless rent, By! 
Nor thus the day have been mispent. 5 
; On 
lieu 
A 
| ons 
Ani 


DECEIT 


EI was gax, ah! how cheerful the strain 
My Anna's lov'd presence inspir'd! 

Ul sonnet a kiss, with a smile, would obtain, 
The only reward I desir'd. 

\licu ! the sweet prospect of bliss, 

Hope fondly prepar'd me to meet! 

iconStancy sulled the kiss, 


And the smile was the smile of DECELT. 


ect as the morn was the breath of my fair, 
By the flow'rets mild perſume improv'd ; 
| vain SOught the rose with the blush to compare 
On her cheek, when 1 told her I lox'd. 
plicu ! the sweet prospect of bliss, 
lope fondly prepar'd me to meet! 
conStancy sullied the kiss, 


And the blush was the blush of DECEzT. 


CEIT. 


1'UE 


THE FOUNDLENG. 


POOR helpless innocent ! thy infant years 
Demand soft pity's charitable hand; 
And sympathy, awaken'd by thy tears, 


Bids me obey humanity's command, 


Poor babe! like thee, had I deserted been, 
Thrust from the bosom in life's early day, 
Death had in pity clos'd the cruel scene, 


And cropt the bud deny'd one genial ray. 


Come to my cot, and with my offspring share 
The frugal meal which Providence bestows ; 
To still thy sorrowing 'plaints shall be my care, 


And lall thy wearied bosom to repose. 


By heav'n-born charity each mortal lives; 


Come then, and learn to praise the pow'r that gi\0s 


70 


MF 


St 


Who 


M. 


leac| 


Te 


ö LEN NDS. 


WFEET bird! who thus unfeelingly conſin'd, 
Still warblest forth thy mirth-inspiring strain; 
Who giv'st thy infant sorrows to the wind, 


Whose hour of bliss oblit rates days of pain. 


Teach me to meet the smiles or frowns of fate, 
Teach me hke thee captivity to bear ; 

_ Jr, kindly pitying my hopeless state, 

5 Let me with thee my Anna's favours share. 

Care, 


SUICIDE,. 


at g1ncy 
WW 


10 


SUTCTDE wh 


( 
A DRAMATIC SKETCH, (CONTINUED, | 
Xo 10 
* * 
754 
ARISTUS, 
NOT for worlds, my son, 
Think of it more! With patience have 1 hear, 
Whatever thou coulds't urge; I mark thy bos 25 l 
Ot freedom from the sov'reignty of sense: iS 
Again I say thou dream'st: Again I ak, + 
Why is life hateful to thee ? Wert thou rul'd. 0 
As thou believ'st, by Reason's voice alone, 5 
I Should not then have listen'd to a tale = 
Mark'd in each step by passion: Wert thou rut 4 | 
By Reason's voice, thou would'st have better weiche 85 
The purpose of thy being. Dost thou think 
That the whole object of existence is 
To live, to suſſer, and to die? That those 
N 


Alone are functions of the immortal soul? 


Pore] 
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Mpel the passions that $0 thick o'ercloud 
ue mäanly sense, and hinder tlice to see 


extensive scope and end of human Ne, 
le grent Creator's wisdom : Clearly seen, 
No longer will thy weary shoulders feel 

is world a burden; thou Shalt be asham'd 


"at ever so thou deem'st it. 


EGBERT. 


I perceive 


[hc point at which thou aim'st. I may, perchance, 


In a long life perform some casual good, 


\nd therefore *tis inferr'd the right's deny'd 

9 ceasC to live. Produce the law which binds, 

obligation strong, a hopeless wretch 

% bear his mis ries, Does the, decalogue, 
125133 duties both to God and man, 


bid selt- murder? 


ARISTUS, 
<. No! 'twas necdless, that ; 


11 1x 2 . . 
MI Nature cries aloud against the sin: 
See'st 
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Sec'st thou yon Sun? Think'st thou if'twere ends 

With spirit, that its head would then be hid, 

Repining at the constant task assign'd, 

To give the genial power of its rays 

To creatures mimberless? The swelling tide, 

Obedient to the impulse of the Moon, 

Think'st thou would thenceforth cease to bathe the 
Shores, 

Tf gifted with the pow'r to think? Oh! pause 

Upon these pregnant questions; they will lead 

Thy doubting mind to truth: The elements, 

If with etherial spirit once replete, 

And conscious of their ends and purpose, would 

Contend to execute the great design 

Of theig creator : How then dar'st thou urge 

"Thy wish against Tis gen'ral law? Observe 

With what absurdity thou reason'st ; thus, 

am possessed of the right to die.“ 

And wherefore ? Sce how wonderful the proot.— 

« Because to die I have a strong desire.“ 

Extend this argument; apply its force 

To other cases. 


Rogues shall bring the wreaths 


() 
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To hi 
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now's WO)! laurel, and thou shalt be crown'd the king 

|, Of craft and villainy: the homage due, 
all with a reverential awe be paid 
To him, who finds excuse for cv'ry crime 

, u powerful temptation. 

the the EGBERT. 

Recollect 

* My suff'rings, father. Wherefore must I live 

Pad Lnduring them without a remedy ? 

Ha foul gangrene ulcerate my leg 
[call in art; I bear, without a groan, 

rould The surgeon's knife—T lose a useful limb 
To rid me of my pain. My will is free, 

80 aug none condemn me for the well judg'd deed, 
Why must my soul be shackled ? Dare I lose 
ſhe limbs and not the body? Lose the parts 
Aud not the whole? 

Of, — 


ARISTUS, 


My son, thou art deceiv'd 


In what thou termest sufl'rings; they perplex, 


Confound 
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Confound, mislead, and overcome thy sou Wielt 
Thou say'st that life's an evil—be it so. ugh 
Sooner or later thou wilt be consol'd, ko op! 
And then thou wilt declare it good: "twill be I! life 
A truer judgement, not a better reas'ning; | «ad 
Nought will be changed but thy will: begin ! Patien 
Correct that will this day! "Twas in the bad, Its Ca 
The evil disposition of thy mind Closes 
Ihe gloomy sentence pass'd upon thy life; 01 de 
Amend those dispositions; call them home An 
To sense and judgment, not to wander more, hece 

[h1S 1 


Pe wise, ncr fire thy dwelling through nogiect 


Of care and prudence in arranging it. lo w] 


* 


Thou urgest suff'ring—loudly thou demandes 
Am I not free no more to suffer pain ? 
"Tis not the question. Son! I do not ask 


Whether thou pain endurest, but if lit 


De such an evil that thou needs must die; I 
ie 

Thou seek'st to ily from suſt'ring— let us Sear! bin 

If therefore thou must fly to death's cold arms, V1 


Thou know'st not if Lis circling clasp affords 


A reſuse⸗ 


4 
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\ reſuge from all woe; nor if it did ” 
Ouglit thou at once preferring that resource 

Jo purn all others : let us first demand, 

If life itself not remedies life's ills. 

| «aid that thou would'st be consol'd; thou wilt. 
Patient endurance of an ill abates 

Is carly rancour, and with kealing baim 

(ses the wo ind jaflicted. Through the cloud 
Of dark ob-curing grief the soul breaks forth 
Azain with splendour, and contutes the false 
Veceptious visions of romantic feeling. 

[his is experience and truth. Ihe pain 

Tov which corporcal nature often bends 

Aus not thy argument; e'en there the bland, 
Ike gentle hand of patience $mooths the Rerce 
And raging fury of disease: the Skill 

Practis'd upon thy tortur'd litibs, is borne, 
because the Surgeon's operative art 

ING ItS period, and gay stuiling hope 

lu the rich purple springs the knife lets forth, 
\ ina mirror, views health's ruddy face, 

ML o the soul: Her pain'd aflections feel 


1 No 
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No remedy, «ave the persuasive voice F Al! | 
Of philosophie judgment. "Thou $shalt prove Feels 
The fractious sentiment of ceaseless grief And | 
Void of all truth. Thy wexpenenc'd age, EF A bre 
Thy ardent passjons, and with all ihy pride, It th 
Which tempts thee to believe the fleeting hour Fron 
Of thy past life could not have been improv' A us 
Or <hap'd in better mould; impel thy step (One 
With haste to scek thy quiet in the grave. And 
But look beyond the grave: What are the <coner \gai 
tlappy or wretched which thou there wo y 5: ad Aga 
Demands consideration. Think, oh! think, EF [ler 


How thou shalt auwer to the dreadiut voice 

Kequiring, why unbidden thou presum'st 

Stameless t' intrude upon another world, 

Scarce yet acquainted with thy own? Thy mor! 

Ot life is hardiy risen, and thy task wn 
Not half fulfill d; then canst thou sluggish sech Wo 
Through the remaining portion of the day? 
Thy Delia rests in peace—her soul in bliss; 


bit, drautic youth, where does thy sister rest? 


1d 
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Al! little know'st thou how her anguisl'd mind 
Feels the sharp point of mis'ry's cruel shaft, 
And how repentance seeks in vain to find 

A brother's pardon, and his love renew'd. 

If thou can gave an ontcast from despair, 

From death, from sin! Oh! cease to think thy life 
A uscless burden, IIcaven shall rejoice 

One added to the number to he blest, 

And thy own heart, in bounding joy shall leap 
ain to meet a sistor's chase embrace; 

Again with ardent ſondness to afford 


[ler weakness thy protection — 


FGBUERT., 


Did she not | 
Ropay my kindness with ingratitude ? 


Would'st thou that I forgive so foal a vice? 


EGBERT, 
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ECU BERT. 


Father, say, 


Where is Maria? 


ARISTUS, 


On a <ordid bed 
Monrning her griefs, the poor Maria lies 
Exhausted and despairing! None approach 
The dixmal spectacle. "Twas chance alone 
That led my footsteps to the place: The walls, 
Long unaccustom'd to a cheering fire, 
Stream down with damps, and pitying seem to weep 
The hapless tenant's woes; no trace remains 
Of habitation, save her wretched conch 
And some few empty'd phials wlich s' e drain'd, 
Fre yet discase had spread his ravage wide, 
vet do think that want of usual food 
[tas more oppress'd her, than the maiady, 
in sobs she oft repeats her brother's name. 
Thou must along with me; the afllicted fair 
Once more shall raise her eyes, once more reccive 
Atection's sacred kiss her injur'd heart, 
Torn 


Torn 
Who 
V lic 

And 
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Torn by the folly of that fated youth 

Whose summer fortunes were too much enjoy'd, 
Whose wint'ry hour was not long delay'd, 

And struck Maria with its chilling blast 

Stes from thy noble nature, nor in vain 

Sues peace and comfort. Let thy aiding hand 
telume the torch of happiness, ang bid 

Its beams pierce through the vapours of despair. 
Thou shalt bekold thy sister where she lies, 
Peruse her pallid features, view the scene 

Oe wretchedness around her, recollect 

What once she was —how dear to thee! and what 
dhe yet may be, the solace of thy heart! 

Avain the rose shall blossom in her cheek 


The lily in her bosom: by thy arm 


Sustained, Shall she pass through hie's rough ways; 
And in your wand'rings should you haply find 
Her wedded partner—think, my son, the bliss 

To give him all repentance to her arms. 

Ch! feel these blest sensations, and thou inay'st - 


Strike if thou can the poniard in ty breast. 


IVLLLIAM 


WILLIAM AND ANNA. 


NEAR Darent's gently murm'ring stream, 
Dwelt Anna, her fond father's pride; 
Of William's daily song the theme, 


He long had sought her for his bride, 


Tor father, with attentive care, 
She nourish'd from the scanty store; 
Re<olv'd with him the meal to Share, 


To share it *till he was no more. 


That time arrivid—without a friend 
The lovely maiden soon was left; 
Of all that once kind heaven did send, 
Of all, but William's love, bereit. 


TI 


Vi 
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The gentle youth's unalter'd love, 
In all its former lustre shone; 
He now, renew*d his suit to prove 


He lov'd her for herself alone. 


lis flock he drove beside the cot, 
And ever lov'd to tend them there, 
Resolv'd to guard the sacred spot 


Where dwelt his bosom's dearest care. 


And oft would Anna join her swain, 
15 | 117 111 . * 192 1 , 11 J — 1. 1 
10 10a! 11S bi by TIRLONUUIOUS 1a » 

To hear once more the tender strain 


ova 3 . 1 
That sweetly '“ stole her heart away. 


Oit would the youth attentive hear, 
Ine sonnet Anna sweetly sung; 
ler plaintive notes would force a tear, 


When on the strain of woe she hung. 


| 
: 
1 
| 
| 
f 
| 
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How transient is the scene of joy! 
Tis like a short delusive dream; 

One haptess minute may destroy, 
The basis of the fancy'd theme. 


*Twas at the hour of eventide, 
His flock he sought with anxious care; 
And leit the lovely Anna's side, 


For Darent's banks, to seck them there, 


He heard their bells; he farther stray'd, 


To whence he thought the sound might come; 


But ah! the cruel plot is laid 


To bear him from his native home. 


Ah! soon he gain'd a distant view, 
Ah! soon he gain'd a neighb'ring wood ; 
There he beheld the wand'ing crew, 


Who lett (tor him) their flow'ry food. 


2 
} 
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They frisk to meet their master kind, 
Ile gives caresses all around, 
But ah! two villains came behind, 


Ile lies delenceless on the ground. 


Then spoke the first, with erucl sneer; 


cc 


DN ; ; 
Now boust of happiness in Vai? 
Take thy farewell of Anna here. 


„or her thou nc'er shalt sce again. 


Nov to my Anna's arms I ſty, 
* To be to her in William's place; 
fo 


Yet thou, my rival, thou must die, 


* Before my arms the maiden grace.” 


— 
n * * 


And now behold the fatal steel 


Was rais'd to strike the deadly blow! 
And this,” said he, “ thy vows shall scal, 
This, this from Edgar, from thy toc.” 
en 


* 


M « No! 
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No! rather, monster, thou shalt die,“ 


His comrade said, “ base ſiend! prepare, 


* Resolv'd that either you or I 
Shall take the place of William there. 


* When late I swore to stand thy friend 
* How little thought I of the deed! 

„ 'Think'st thou to gain thy wicked end? 
My heart has not forgot to bleed! 


ill this curst action, "till this day, 
In innocence Jever slept: 

« And shall I spurn it thus away? 
Bad vows are better broke than kept. 


No, never shall Horatio join, 
he harmless shepherd to oppress; 
Rise, William, rise—revenge is thine ; 


is here that thou shalt gain redress. 


” 


„ Ah! 


W. 


10 
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« Ah! kill him not; strike not the blow, 
x « Ah! sce he's unprepar'd to die; 

+ I wonld not have him, though my foe, 
« A stranger to contrition's sigh!“ 


Thus William spake; he tunch'*d the heart, 


And twice repentant Edgar sigh'd ; 
No, never, never shalt thou part 


© From Anna, from thy lovely bride, 


* Behold me, convert now to shame; 
Oh! let me try to be thy friend, 
? 
Oh, may I but deserve the name, 


ill death our stedfast fr; bay 


ndsl:ip end 


William receiv'd him in his arms, 
lloratio join'd them, as they wem 
To dissipate the fond alarms 


Which lovely Anna's bosoin rent. 


EPIGRAMS. 


AS the Priest was committing a corps to the carl 
'To supply in his mem'ry, an untucky dearth, 


Te ask'd of an Irishman, “ Pray, my friend, ss, 


&© o we bury a brother or sister to-day f” Sit, ju 
« What d'ye mane, sir? says Pat. No! 8 hoc 
Patrick defend, 
is not one nor the other, 'tis only a fric til. 
Al 
8 Bu 


CRIES Doctor Slop, elated with his skill, 
My Patients, Tom, observe, I never Kill; 
In twice ten hours, so quick I cur*d Lis gout, 
The Alderman was able to go out. 

That's true,” quoth Tom, “let our opponents rave; 


I myself met him going to his grave.” 


rast. 


The Meteors. 


Number 5. 


| 


Sit, judices, sanctum apud vos KHUMANISSIMOS ROMINES, 
hoc poetæ nomen, quod rulla unquam barbaria violavit. 


Cicero, 


—— 


Authors are partial to their Mi, tis true 
But are not Critics to their Judgment too ? 


Pipe. 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


D. C. W.'s Tale h appear in our neet Number, 
We $4al? be glad to hear again from the Same Care 


70 pon nt. 


The elegant lines, entitled, “ The Caution against 
Lee,” du, The Reply,” will be inserted in our next 
Publication, 
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ENPOSTULATION. 


« Black ſpirits and white, 
« Blue ſpirits and grey, 
„ Mingle, mingle, mingle, 


&« Where you mingle may.” 


WHEREVER this our Work is handed 
No doubt "twill prove we're very Candid : 
Br \\etrent no correspondent lightly, 


| 


But deal with ev'ry one politely. 


ett of a Letter to the Editor, from a Lud of 


FasShion. 


Þ ms — | HAVE read enough, 


„'s all such sad old fashion'd stuff! 
* No scenes of horror brougat to light, 
No modern gothic stories fright, 


N «© Vo 


— — — — 
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No convent spreads its solemn $1001 
We're told no cloister'd sister's doom : 
Of beaded monks one never hears, 
Who think of any thing but pravers: 
Ot abbesses, with saint-like features, 

In heart just like their fellow creatures: 
Or counts disguis'd in friar's kood, 


Lay-sisters made of flesh and blood ; 


Arm'd knights, whose limbs disdain to tec}, 


The pressure of some tons of steel, 
Relinquishing stern Mars for love, 
As gentle as the cobing dove. 


Ghosts as familiar as a kitten, 


On which whole volumes might be writte 


% Like other managers, 'tis meet, 

You sometimes raise, by way of treat, 
A Spectre from his hiding place, 

To give your Work a modern face; 
Pray don't proceed as you have done, 


But give, at least, a bleeding nun.“ 


? 
fa 
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Ince hints are meant, Sir, for your good, 
„If rightly they be understood; 

„ Adopt them and no more you'll shock 

„ Your reader, 


TY 5 


«© STL VIA OF THE Rock. 


The Editor's best compliments, 
To Sylvia, for her kind intents; 
le knows what authors may expert 
Who ghosts and demons dare reject : 
That 'tis in vain to make resistance, 
But stil he hopes they'll keep their distance; 
Their very mention drives him wild, 
\nd always did so since à child. 
lis grandmama, when he was young, 
Oſt curb'd the licence of his tongue, 
Ind charg'd him, as he'd shun all evil, 


Never to mention ghost or devil, 


could,“ said she, © a tale impart, 


4 


+0 fix the maxim in your heart:“ 


eas eZ vi 


188 


„% Pray grandmama then let us have it“ 
„will,“ said she, “since thus you crave it; 


is but ten minutes long, at most —“ 


THE STORY OF THE CHILD AND GHOS . 


Once on a time a child I knew, 
(The story, son, is very true;) 
So fill'd with idle whims his head, 
He could not go in peace to bed, 
Whenever came the shades of night, 
To him was ev'ry shade a spright; 
Nor could he, in the busy day, 
Scarce chace the fancy'd fiends away, 
At midnight oft he saw a host, 


And leap'd from bed, and scream'd out ghost! 


Much mischief fear'd his mother, from 
This wayward will of little Tom. 
She told the tale to ev'ry neighbour, 
And got well laugh'd at for her labour; 
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The ghost they treated very lightly, 
But fill'd her house, to see it, nightly. 


One eve, to comfort our good dame, 
The lawyer and the doctor came. 
In rushes Jom, as pale as death, 
And roars till he is out of breath— 
Ghosts! there are yonder full a Score! 


Oh, mother! sce, in black two more! 


Ah! child,” the wretched parent screanis, 
* Who taught your brain these idle dreams!“ 
Mother, it is'in vain to scold one! 


& I saw u olLost, or else the old one.” 


Now Lawyer 'I'wist arose to say, 


( \\ ere tlie 16 1s work there's sometimes pay) 


* Pefore 1 credit this non-entity, 


© The child must Prove the vhost's identity.“ 
Axe,“ says the doctor, * let us seek 
* the symptoms that a ghost bespeak; 


* » 
* 1 


«4 It. 
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« If *tis a real case I'm sure, 
« I <hall be honour'd in the cure.“ \ 
: 


40 The case is this,“ his mother said, 


* He shall be sent again to bed; 
& TH lock him in, and cure the trick. 


Though he should think he sces Old Nick, 


» 


«© Petter try every excrtion,” 
Quoth Tuist, „than venture on coortion. 
N 
i The doctor begg'd he night be free, 


© Leave him to nature, or to me.“ 


Makes the scene worse than 'tuwas beforc. 


The mother thinks her own way beet, 
| Again the boy is sent to rest; 

To rest! ah, no! the fast lock'd door 

1 


He starts—and catching a bed post, 
Thinks that he grapples with a ghost; 
Then quick recoils, and strives to gain 


X passage by tie door in vain: 
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"Twas doubly lock'd to his amazement— 
No egress leſt, except the casement, 
Through which he leap'd, and in his fall 


Was freed from ghosts, for good and all. 


Next day the folks flock'd round the mother, 
And some thought one thing—some another; 
But all the wise at once agreed, 

"Twas Satan's self that did the deed; 
And as he has a great dominion, 


I'm rather of the same opinion. 


he added only—“ loving son 
© From hence all EVIL AGENTS Shun: 
Ihe less you say of them the better.“ 


Se ceus'd: He yow'd not to forget her. 


N 4 FL, EO- 


LEONARD, 


A FRAGMENT, 


II] who is he, whose strange distracted moi, 
The suff'rings of a wounded soul bespenks? 
Sudden he stops—then hurnes o'er von green, 


Whilst trickling tears unpearl his furrow'd chevk- 


To heav'n he lifts his supplicating cyes, 


Then wildly gazes on the turf below ; 


Anon his bosom heaves convulsive sighs, 


In all the speechless agony of woe, 


"Tis hapless Leonard.—See his frowning brows” 
Sprent with the <ilv'ry frosted snow of age! 


For him no peace, or day or night bestows, 


No $hort-liv'd balm his troubles to assuage. 


For 
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or him in vain ascends the roseate morn, 

In vain the sun-beams gild the spangled plains; 
e strays a maniac, helpless and forlorn, 

Nor heeds the fairest scenes of. nature's, wide 


domains. 


n, Leonard! soon beneath the earth's cold bed, 
May all thy cares, thy pangs, be hush'd to Sleep! 
S010 may the rye-grass wave its trembling head 


To the shrill blast that ver thy grave shall Sweep! 


an human soul, thus mould'ring to decay, 
Who can behold, and not e'cn shed a tear; 
hen death alone can chace its woes away, 


Who would not wish that blissful moment near; 


me was when Leonard's bosom felt no pain; 
(Ah, rapt'rous days! how swiftly have ye flown!) 
Not long has reason fled his tortur'd brain, 


Not long has sorrow“ mark'd him tor her own.” 


(0 y * 0 * 
Soo + 
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Sce'st thou yon whiten'd cot, whose chimnes tes There 
Above those ivy'd oaks that skirt the down ? V 
| There has poor Leonard spent twice two-score vc, Her | 
| Nor sigh'd for wealth, nor panted for renown, du 
, 3 100 1 Alive 
What though no busts on Parian models rear'd, oF 
2 | [ 
i No fluted columns grac'd his rural dome: 
Ih , a ; In na 
f Yet lovelier charms the halcyon spot endear'd, 
| . 3 | Sh 
| Yet thence the hoary sire ne'er breath'd a wich to 
roam. 
here 
A 
There first he saw the amber light of day, Lin 
There first his earthly pilgrimage began; w. 
There, in his stripling prime, with frolic play 
The hours beguil'd, there ripen'd into man. "9 
Ho 
When all the landscape (save yon bectVing rock; . 
But 


Spring's flow'ry mantle wore, at early daun, 
Oft was he wont to tend his little flock 
That bleating ported on the neighb'ring lawn. 


„* 
— 
* 

« # 
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EF There erst Matilda strove, with filial zeal, 


(What can to age a dearer solace prove ?) 
Her languid parent's throbbing pains to heal, 


Sweet mirth diffuse, and all their wants remove. 


| Alive to Sympathy, her gentle breast 


Oft, oft would bleed at mis'ry's pitcous tale; 
lu nature's loveliness she «hone confest, 


She bloom'd, the humble lily of the vale. 


Forex? 


here, when life's wasting lamp gan faintly burn, 
And palsy'd age his sinking frame oppress'd, 
vill Leonard hop'd to find a calm sojourn, 


With Agatha, his faithful consort, blest. 


but ah! the fondest hopes on earth, how vain! 


low oit misfortune strikes them to the dust; 


Nor fits it man desponding to complain, 


ut meckly bow to Him whose high behests are just. 


Inn F 


MADRIGAL. 


FLAILL! to the hour of mirth and glee 
Better than ages of spleen; 
Such alone are of worth to me, 


Give me a chaplet of green, 


tound my head wreathe it prettily, 
Chloe will do it the best; 


Then shall we dance, while wittily 


Teas'd by the innocent jest. 


There, see! Daphne and Floridel 
Prove more than all 1 can Say; 
For, though they both dance horrid ill, * 


None are more cheerful than they. 


Lite 
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Life's all trouble as many sing, 
Form'd of vexation and care; 
Dancing, think we of any thing, 


But that the maidens are fair? 


Yes! for Laura's love-beaming eye, 
Proving to Stephon, hope's dawn, 
Views yon steeple so mcaningly, 


Seen at the end of the lawn. 


Next—old Paul and his better-part 
Hobbling, each other remind, 
Here "twas he danc'd, to get her heart, 


His Laura, fitty years kind. 


Hey! for joy and festivity, 
Foot it and frisk it along, 
These give health and longevity, 


Welcome the dance and the song. 


Hark! 


/ x 
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Hark! the chorus of villagers 


Spears that all hearts are at eacc; 


ct, the fair maids are pillagers, 


Making us Slaves as they please. 


tune, Cupid! my lays to thee. 


4 1 * 1 1 1 1 , N 15 » 
Let Chloe once say she is mine, 
4 ' . 4 . 1 % 2 * l 

[hen an altar 1] raise to thee. 


+ 9. * 4 1 A * i 
Off mng my heart at the Shrine. 


Tiail! to the hour of mirth and glee 
12 * 7 * TY vo E 1 , 
Better than ages of spicen; 
Such alone are of worth to me 
neh alone are oi Worth to me, 


Give me a chaplet 61 green. 


I 


HEnO AND LEANDER. 


CS oe — d iðĩ—JL . *r ů — 


ä 


NOW slou advanc'd the solemn noon of night, 
Nor Cynthia clim'd her sapphire throne, nor stars 
{heir SIvTy radiance pour d, but horror sat 
avihion'd in the clquds; was silence all, 
cave where the foaming waves of Tellespoat 
The fretted base of Sestos turret wash'd 
With hollow moans ;—anon convulsions shoot 
he lurid sky, and demons of the storm 
eld their mad orgies. -Tero, ill-star'd fair! 
Unwitting of the torch, whose guiding flame 
sudden gust extinguish'd, anxious sought 
the lonely pinnacle, where oft she view'd 
ler soul's best portion cleave with vent'rous arin 


11! opposing surge, and to the howling storm 


[ler thoughts unbosom'd thus : 


* Al; 
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Ah, me! my heart 
Misgives me sore, and tremblingly forebodes 
„Allis not well—eclse why art thou not here, 

* My lov'd Leander? Past is now the hour 

„ When thou wast wont to come; the second watch 
&« Is speeding fast away—ye Gods! what means 


& "This long, long absence? Is Leander false? 


g. 
* Bestows he on some lovelier fair the heart „os 
„ That erst was Hero's ?—Perish the vile thought! bes 
„O jealousy, thou fiend of fiends! add not Von 
& Thy dagger'd tortures; thou canst make the e 
* A hel}, from an elysium! If Leander [> rt 


* Lov'd not his Hero, why would he so oft 
* His downy pillow in Abydos leave, 


„To brave the warring elements, and cross 


* wy. (} | 

* Yon madd'ning breakers ? 258 
40 

Thy 

% O ye chilly blasts! Py 

That whistle through the battlement, tor once Flo: 
„ Compas+1on learn, and spare, O s<pare Leander: 8 
Spare him for Hero's sake! Hark, hark! mr- : 
thought Al, 


<< 
[1 fo 1 heard 


165 


5 


nee 
ander: 


me- 


5 
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„heard his voice below—again? Oh, no! 


Some mountain wave, that ever and anon 


-- 


* Bursts in a cataract, with its deaf'ning roar 


My wilder'd sense deceiv'd. 


„Gods! what a night! 
* How the conflicting billows to the clouds 
oss their proud heads, then prone in azure sheets 


(\ 


Descend! Sulphureous lightuings flash along 
Von ramparts! Deep'ning peals of thunder swell 
he stormy chorus! Sure this nether sphere 


| ruxhing into chaos, and that shock 


Nature's last struggle! 


& gis bearing Jove! 


0 bid these minj<tors of wrath forbear 


o vent their fury thus! Cease, cease, my heart! 


Th. fearful thrabs {al Lins TIMOR LEYOTLT RITES | ur! 


Ih! What is that which ver the wat'ry waste 


Floats to this Sestian Shoreenow hore aloft, 


Now SINKING in the hoary wass abys? 


ts he— is he—"1i5 my Leander's core? 


Al, poor Lande! Sec the bollin. MU QC 


& „ Hath 
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6“ THath flung him on the beach- his snowy neck 

© How lovely still! Still beauty's softest tints 

“ Oer all his frame are pencil'd. Gods, he smiles! 

He smiles on me! Perchance he only steeps— 

gut 'tis a dreamless sleep—he ne'er will wake, 

« Save in von argent realms; there we shall met, 

„ And shine twin stars! Here could I gaze and 
weep, 

& And gaze to madness! but the fitful blast, 


cc Which howls so dismal o'er Leander's corse 


T * me is death's alarum! 208 
110 
“ Fatal nicht! | 
& Source of my woes, thou, thou shalt end then too, U 
% Now, my poor heart ! now flutter as thou wilt, | 
Thou shalt not flutterlong—* EYES Look YOUR A\ 
LAST — 

« Haste, haste, my soul! why parley thus with dent 
„is but one $hort-liv'd pang—hence coward Ma 

tears!“ 
An 
She ceas'd, and headlong from the noclding tower Wine 


Amid ingulphing billows frantic plung'd. 


W. . 


THE LAP DOG. 


A CRAZY TALE. 


——___ dA... — 


1 1 5 © 6 5 : 1 
LADIES there are, it is a well-known truth, 
bis TITY +] © N 117 934 [ { TT F 1 . th 
ne Past LLC DIOONNL and CMLOTY OL YOUrn, 


* ; * . : BD Þ FR 
the Lap] jness of Single hives 


0. Je those domestic scenes, the lot of wives. 
viit, | I honour some uno stiit redulu 
un 'S . . FFF 
OUR A ploasing aftabylity of speech, 

A lively Smile, 

Latin? 
CAUE | A constant wish to please. 
* | Mar 1 ! ; 
Ward Mah my girls learn on such as these, 


Their manners gain, 


And profit by the pri civles they teach, 


tone 


Nn . 0 0 . 
Wile sweet instructive tales the hours beguile, 


. 


72 


But 


6 0 
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But some there are whose moments seem to hang 
In ling'ring torments round a breast, 10 


Ne'er knowing rest, 


Except when gratifying spleen; 


Or ele when Scandal's busy clang, 


Between the frequent sips can intervene. 


Particular they are in the extremc, [ 0 


And care not for the trouble they may cause; 


One ot these ladies digmiies the theme 


Which waits impartia! censure or applause, 


A good old lady, (sixty we may guess) 


Who in her lap-dog plac'd her whole delight; 


Some three or four weeks since, or more or les, 
Wak'd im a fright. 


j 


To 


Her dear Bijou's discordant note, 
Harsh trembling from it's little throat, 


Had caught her ear; 


She started at the well-known sound, 14a 


And bounding out, upon the ground, | 


— ß — — — — 


Ang 


0 
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The little beast with ardor prest, 
To her kind sympathetic breast; 
He groan'd, 

She sigh'd; 
He moan'd, 

She cried; 


For ev'ry groan he gave, she gave a tear, 


In haste she rang the chamber bell 
Which led into the kitchen; 
And knowing well 
Her dishabillèe attitude, 
Tho” not to be entitled rude, 


Was surely not bewitching. 


To seize her morning gown she ran, 
And tearing ere she'd made an end 
Of settling all her laces, 
And various little graces 
at ladies think encrease their charms, 


Some naughty man, 


F. Or 
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Or laughter-loving friend, 6 


tt 7 Cos 


Might, with ill-manner'd haste, assault the 
Into the sleeves she thrust her arms; 
And though perhaps a sudden shock she sas“ 

She look'd in order to bo Shav'd, 


Or like a full-grown baby in a pin-a-fore, 0 


With hasty stride, through thick and thin, o 

John, tumbling o'er the broom, 

Left by a careless chambermaid, ; 
Soon bounc'd into the room. : 
And starting back amaz'd, exclaims, 

(Eying with vacant stare, her dress,) N 

« Nay, truly now I must confess f 

« I'm sorry that J ventur'd in, 

Lou rang so hard, I really was afraid 
„Lou and your fav'rite dog were both in ame. 

J 
« But let me tell you, though a simple lad, EN 


% And though perhaps you dearly love me, 
% To court a lady, "twere too bad, 
4 * In rank and age so much above me. 
| 60 | could 


could 
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« | could as soon like you else as another, 


„ 'Tho' you are old enough to be my mother.” 


This ne'er to be forgiven blunder 
Obtain'd a blow which nearly knock'd lim down; 
And in a voice as loud as thunder, 


She hurl'd her anger at the Stagy ring clown. 


„ Dolt, blockhead, shallow-pated knave, 
„ Am I] so tit to stand the brave 
Of your unciviliz'd mistakes? 
„% Run—tell Theresa to come np, 
* And bring some hartshorn in a cup, 


„ Betore this world my dearest lite forsakes, 


John star'd, and scratch'd his vacant head, 
While thus, as he went out, he suid, 

* hope that I shall not be by, 

* Old lady! when you die; 


„% For 
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; e For if you in the arms of death 
| So loudly roar, 
„% Your breath still getting chorter, 
„ Your parting breath 
” 


Will echo sure, from shore to shore, 


„ Like bomb shot from a mortar.” 


An 


Theresa came with anxious spced, 
„ Lord! child, observe the charming creatur 
: © He can't live long, TI fear, ideed, 


« Do, run to Peter.” 


ft 
1 The maid flew back three yards at least, W. 
{ler countenance began to change; 
« , curse the little filthy beast! 
„ He's got the mange.“ 
| Fe 
T 


% The nasty toad I would not touch 


For your best gown, Ma'am ; no, nor twenty such.“ 


Out 


ch.“ 
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Out at the door 
She flew, and «wore, 
That Peter might attempt it if he pleas'd, 
With rage near burst, 
Her mistress curst; 


And even Peter found her hard to be appeas'd, 


This Peter was an honest meaning man; 
Making, as much as possible, his plan, 
To go on smooth and evenly through life; 
He ha, indeed, a devil of a wite. 

A!l «imple business 'twas his to do; 
Put weightier matters $he'd aver, 
Were certainly more fit for her; 


do he resign'd them to the shrew. 


For she, though really but an ignoramns, 


Thought her sweet self in all things vastly famous, 


te 
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Ile was a farrier by trade, 
| And, not like many patty braggers, 
Card not whatsoc'er he said; 

But well knew how 

To bleed a horse or cow, 
Could break + coit, or ring a hog, 
Could mck a hore, or Crop a dog. 


Or cure the staggers. 


; The maid with knocking pretty loud, 
1 Had wak'd the tranqus pate: 
1 


Out at the window pop' a head, 

Just risen from the bel, 

Wrapt in her kusband's bucksk:ins for a guard, 

Against the dew which morning clouds distil, 
And screaming rather $hritl, 


Demanded who was there, 


Id But in her care to dress so neat, 
She had forgot to make all last; 


Aud as she past, 
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Tler head in contact came 
With the old window trame, 


And down the buckskins fell into the strect.. 


Quick she withdrew, 
And ran down stairs to ope the door, 
To keep the maid no longer waiting; 
The buckskins and the girl both caught her view, 

And hardly knowing what to do, 

To sicze the lcathern prey, 

Vinch in the kennel lay, 

Or ask her business once more, 


She stood awhile debating. 


My mistress, ma'am,” the maid began,. 
Is full of foolish fears and frights. 
+ Her little fav'rite dog is very bad; 
And she'd be glad, 
If your good husband, learned man! 


* Would come aud set us all to rights.” 


Her « Welt 
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« We'll come,“ said che, “ we'll make good haste 
to dress us, 
% And join you in the twinkling of an eye; 
„ Her fav'rite puppy dog not well, Lord bless 1s! 
& I would not for a crown the dog should die: 
„u ill be a gninca in my husband's way; 


« Why, Peter, rise; why, husband, rise! I say.“ 


1 Peter jump'd up, hcaring her well-known tongue, 
That oft had in his cars alarum rung; 

In sweetest scolding soſt abusive <peceches ; 
In haste his tatter'd stockings on he drew, 


And look'd ainaz'd, as he put on a shoe, 


— 
— — - 


But look'd in vain; he could not find his breeckes, 


This sad mischance 


al * 1 
7 "- — 
„% ——— —— —-V- _ — 


Retlection did not lighten, 


For well he know that to advance, 


m_ i s 
”- 
n— - — — 


In a torn jacket or paicl'd coat, 


— — 


Was not so probable to frighten, 


As when appearing sans Culottes. 


Tis 
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[ls wife soon hrought them, trembling, pale & wan, 


hast 5 
N He snatch'd them, rather angry at the jest; 
Site of contents he whipt them on, 
; And now behold them both completely drest. 
Or 
> US? 
ue . 
They quickly got there, as they were ap,ointed, 
ay And after Peter had with care explor d 
The mangy little carcase she ador'd : 
(All pompous ceremony scorniug) 
Zue, > 9 . . 
; He thus advis'd ; “ Let him be well anointed, 
With salt and brimstone ev'ry night and morning.“ 
* Bless us!“ exclaim'd his angry dame, 
: 66h atl] woot , now lc 
. What! verbally prescribe? 


„The man will bring disgrace and shame 


T3 


Upon the learned tribe 


f - , 

' Is this the learned man,” the lady cried, 
* Skill'd in the noble Esculapian science; 

Does he in half a sentence then prescribe, 


* And put reflection at defiance ? 


« Hence 


II 
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c Hence, quit the room, and send me in a trice, 
% Your real opinion, and vour joint advice ; 
„% Nor treat with levity a case you know, 


„ On Munich depends my h. ppiness or woe,” 


Thoy left the house, and Potcr mutter'd sadlty : 
« Few words are best,“ saul he, “ I'm very sure. 
However still his wite declard 


The injury shoutd Þþe repair'd ; 
And though she spelt indeed but badly, 


Thus did she pen the destin'd cure. 


{Ambition as a doctress now had caught hor, 


(SO) 


And made her write i x, as I $1 pore) 


i 
Let these be nicely pound in a mor! ir, 
„end burnt cack worn beneath the pujppy's no* 

„will surely cure the pretty creature) 


40 1 


Ot briinstune half pound, quite hne; 

“ Spins of wine, 
And half a calion of the best $t.,”—PerER. 
Thinking it fit to sian 43s name, 


As well sh;c knew Physicians did the same. 


ee The written order then was quickly sent, 
The lady read it with enraptur'd eye; 


% Take it to John.” said sche, © for him "tis meant, 


© To do these nasty jobs, not J.“ 


- 
> 
— <4 
— 


lohn read the paper, and amaz'd to see 
The latter part, 
mutter'd something; but his mistress Said, 
e yow'd the ointient should be made: 
„% Nay, nay, Said he, 
& Tl do it then with all my heart.” 
No mighty conjuror was John, 


read the words, “ salt Peter.“ both as onc. 


Ile took the little creature by the throat; 
And when he thought he could discover 
The bcalito stuff 
Was pounded tine enough, 


He ruhb'd it well all over. 
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Now set on fire, rapidly it burns, 


Pete 
And now in triumph he discerns, 
U Lo ey * 8 
voardless of its cries 
— 4 Tor 
* * - . ä . 
Not een a hair remaining on 1ts coat, 
And that the stuff had burnt out both its eyes, * 
6c 
Just at that moment enter'd, u 
I {is mistress in alarm; 
She anxiously had ventur'd, Wy 
w (( * 
To «ee they did Bijou no harm. a 
* « 10 E 
And at the key-hole had her Station taken, 
«6 
She could not bear to think that he, 77 
Her little favorite, should be ot 
Ungratetully forsaken. ; 
; : & Th 
Scenting the horrible perfume, 
+» 


She burst into the room, 


And rav'd, and storm'd, and groan'd, 


And wept, and sSigzh'd, and moan'd, 


But all, alas! in vain, she could not save its bacon, 


For in the potent arms of death, 
The hitle brute had yielded up its breath. 


Potel 


217 


peter was sent for, and his able dame, 
To answer to the blame; 
For what appear'd so evidently done 
To gratify ill-nature. 
And thus he made his pertinent defence: 
« Why would not any one of common sense 
« Suppose you long'd to exercise your fun 


On the poor creature?“ 


„Who ever took Salt Petre as a cure?“ 
«Nay, nay,” quoth John, “ I'm very sure 
„That, to your wie we owe.” 
& Mack,” quoth Peter, “ wheretore should we 
wonder, 
„They never can get tliroagh without a blunder 


„Who undertake more than they really know, 


"Good Ma'am, one word, before we bid adien, 
* Should your next puppy's mangy situation 
eon. | * Make any one a cure advise; 
WW | would not wait for? riting, were I you, 
* But instantly perform the operation, 
And save Your sorrow, and Fur puppy s 
eyes.“ 


Tel 
Pp FAFTIUTCS 


FABIUS 'FICTOR?S TRAGELATION 


O0 F 
The Benevolent Cut-Throat, 
A German Tragedy, by Klotzboggenhagen. 


(Continued from the Third Number 


Stranger. SAY, lady fair, Shall I untie the 
hands? (with interrogatory tenderness.) 
Lady. Most welcome, Sir;z—ah, loose these 


crucl bands! (13th impatient j athos.) 


x # 4 7 * * * » 
rr eis untying bor hands, he amines her tact 
U CXP1 0022206 of severe, et tender, patio 
ane eurtonty and s, he 
N : * . 7 . 3. * : * 
Cit? CE ti. %S es HS CYES, ( 


Lia ie, e t the lien lh pe; 0058 


7 
7 


drecil 
look 
prove: 


18 Cert 


little 
ntnit 


eur nay 
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horizontally with doubt *, diagonally with fear, 
then with joy triumphant, he exliins, 


She lives, She lives, I sce my long-lost wig! Þ 
My svelling heart with agony grows big! 
Sure 'tis my wig, my wife, my lovely wag! 


Both. Wig wag, wig wag, wig wag, Wig wag; Wig 


wag! 
They rapturous(4y embrace : 4 , $324 1, 9 leer, lus, | | | 
and erpress all the eaquiztte enteartaents of 04 f6"4 HY 1 


and long-separuted couple. 


* & Looks horizontally with doubt; this is mathematics! | 
preciſion! It has been obſerved by ſome, that people in douv! | 
look diagirally; but the celebrated Spandau Spontanus, Nauk 
proves that the diagram of doubt is horizontal vitualticy, Fear 
is certainly a diagonal emotion. 

f My long loſt Wig !-Nothing can be more expreſſive 
of connuvial tenderneis than this pleaſant 8 of his 
2 name 


Biddy, Polly, dearee, &c. are nothing to 
rn! —-endes, it creates an egul vogue, which is the chics merit 
of matt of our modern plays. It is dinicult to gueſs, at the 
firſt ance, whether he means kis wig, or his wife. This 
little ſportive infantine ſimplicity plays round the heart, and 
infinitely excceds all the labourcd AAR flouriſhes of 
eur native plays, 


p 9, Stranger, 
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Stranger to Stiletto. Why didst thou treat my 
wig so ill? Cendeacouring to quell and Stifle his rising 
emotions.) 

lady to the same. Why didst thou make me 
gulp so dire a pill? (ith 8corn, and conscious dig- 
nity insulted.) 

Monster avaunt: fly to thy savage cell, 
For there both cruelty and rapine dwell, 
Cwith increaﬀtng rage.) 
Sbilletto. Beware thy threats, and know that 
here I] reign, 
Triumphant lord of this secluded plain! 
Y ondor my palace hes, and all my wide do— 
main. (with COnsCUULS mazesty, risng dig- 
nity, and an attitude expresstce of the most determined 
Ferouty.) 
Lady. Why didst thou bind my lily-moulded 
arms, 
And why aspire to rifle all Iny charins!— 
with cool and collected majesty of demeanour, d 
conscious Superiority.) 


I ran, ir 


Stranger. Beauty like thine should thaw the 
frozen breast, 
Beauty like her's, when unadorn'd is drest.— 


uit hi an air of cenjugal loce, and backetor-geiiantry.) 


The Lali here eurises and $milcs at the compliments ; 
the &i rungen embraces her; the , oman tarts; 
Stiletto frowns. A groan is heard ; then 4 racen 
runs across the Stage Shrieking: Three drops of 
blood falls from the Old IFoman's lift tn. 


Thunder==lightuthge= 


Old FFoman. Sure my thumb bleeds, and my 
whole frame is nching, 
This is the time so weil contriv'd tor witch- 
ing wi (She Scratches A. F017 wilh ticicased 
energy. 
e tolls, and the moon retires behind a cloud, 
The Ghost iis yz dressed tt Italian SHU), i 


with ιιι,νtε , A wet on hen head, a denier in her 


The three drops of tlood from the {7 thumb is in che 
trac ſpirit of Wichert. (Vide Smailcloachhauten, Burton 
|| * * « 
bratching &c. on ;aviis, 


hand, 


—ä .:̃ —— 
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V1; 
und, and a long robe of blue tiffany fulls from Go 
her Shoulder, She marches 8louly down the Slage With 
to the popular and elegant air of © Co to the Deiil 77 a 
and shake yourslf *, They all Start. The Glo = 
st abs Stillettu; the Prince and Princess enibrace, ; 967 
Je Old Woman runs into the coltage, the Prince (hu, 
follows her, he throws her out of the window into * 
a pond by the Side of the eotlage ; he then tears 1 
off the roof +, and comes forward with COnsctous 
dignity, and all the sublime grandeur of a conquer, Ser, 
Lady. Sure "tis the end of time; this horrid x 

crack, 

Seems the forerunner of the mundane wreck: 
* The compilation of the above air is perfectly homogene- 5 If 
ous! To what tune could a ghoſt ſo properly dance ? can We 
+ This is a ſuperior incident to Rolla's breaking down the the ide 
bridge.—W hat a coup de theatre !—Conceive to yourielt the to mer 
graceful, yet terrific attitudes of the Stranger, and ihe frik- In ade 
ing contraſt of the Old Woman tumbling into the horſe pong! yo" 
—How new, how pictureſque, and how ſublimely terrific '— p W. 
the au 


Theſe incidents are very common in all the German Play: : 


{Vide the Stranger, Pizarro, &c.) | * 


« Where 


Whereis my Wig ?--Oh, here he comes, he comes, 
Sound your trumpets, beat your drums“! 
/Tith extreme agony, to which joy rapidly succeeds * 
J,, ue , transport, and her whote frame SUug= 
rr with te rot exquistte Sens8ations.) 

ranger, Where is my boy? 

(ua. We lives, he lives! (Ghost Sin. 

Ludy, — Ilurra! 


Best, doubiy blest, be this auspicious day ! 1 
(runs are heard. | 
Stranger, IIa, what is this f——some fresh at- | 
tempt, I tear, 
Oh, that my chosen troop were now but 


here, (Doubt and fear are Strongly de- 


If the above quctation ſhould be deemed plagiariſm, what N | | 1 
can we ſay to Joanna of Mountfaucon? Mr. (-! has ſtolen 
the idea of the V and the Old Hermit, from this play; not | 
to mention the many palpable imitations of Shakefpear, &c. | "1 
In addition to thoſe literary thefts, it was too bad in Mr. W | | 
C, upon the firength of . Play, to put into the mouth | 
of Wolf, the polite expreftion of ſon of a w . However, uy 
the audience repaid him on the firſt night, by a very odd kind 8 
er approbat ion. 


picted | i | 
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picted in his countenance ; he bites hits lips, and lis 
tecth begin to chatter.) 


Enter 8eceral ruffians, with the child; they go to 
ci, the Princess; the Prince Struggles; the 
Princess Jaints upon @ bunk on «ch wiolels and 
primroscs are painted, The Prince jights all the 
di, htllsgt hem one by one, rescues his child, 
ard wlil he is fighting, he places the child pick-a- 
back 

The Ghost below (not xisit ie cries out, 
Cost. Bravo! 
Prince ant Princes. Victoria, victoria, the dav is 
I GUT own! 
Pater. I ikink so too; I scarce can hear them 


groan, 


What a ſweet group! how expreſſive of fatherly aftfec- 
tion! And what a ſubject for the painter! Ot courſe our 
great painters wilt avall themſelves of ſo divine a lubject tor 
the next exhibition. 


(TO BE CONTINUED,) 


POOR 


b. 


M 


Pi 


POOR DICK MFADOIW'S. 


A BALLAD. 


POOR Dick Meadows, young and blooming 
Liv'd belov'd by all he knew; | 

Manly, gay, and unassuming, þ 
Ever to his Mary true, | 

Poverty, though unlamented, 
Long had hover'd o'er his cot; 


Poor Dick Meadows liv'd contented, 


4 — . 
-_ - 


Mary's smiles enrich'd his lot. 


Poor Dick Meadows nobly scorning | 
What his cowrades could bestow, 


Ere the lark proclaim'd the morning, | 
Sought the forest with his bow, 


* þ There 
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There the timid game pursuing, 
Danger, fear, he heeded not; 
Poor Dick Meadows met his ruin, 


Death untimely was his lot, 


Poor Dick Meadows rashly daring 
Chi that bound the craggy shore; 
(Ilapless victim!) fell despairing 
Fer to sce his Mary more. 
From the cottage wildly flying, 
Chance soon brought her to the spot; 
Poor Dick Meadows there was dying, 


Mary $briek'd, and Shar'd his lot. 


TIIE 


St 


I! 


THE DEPARTURE. 


D ů — 


THE scudding vessel quits the shore, 
My William on the deck I See; 
Soon shall see my love no more, 


The last fond look is ſix'd on me. 


Lach gale that blows, each whistling breeze 
Racks my fond bosom with affright ; 
Sad horrors on my fancy setze, 


While dreams of woe prolong the night. 


Still thou must blow, thou raging wind! 
Yet why provoke these vain alarms ? 

thy Sov'REIGN, merciful and kind, 
Will bid thee watt him to my arms. 


EPIGRAMS. 


TO anger rous'd, in thoughtless fury, 
I'd give ten pounds, said fretful James, 
„If cuckold all, aus judge or jury, 


© Were-tumbled head-long in the 'Thames :” 


« La!” cried his wife, (a buxom lass,) 
& How could you think of such a whim ? 
% For prithee, should it come to pass, 
Have you, my dearec, learn'd to $wim 7” 


From the French. 


LET the loud thunder roll along the skies, 
Clad in my virtue, I the storm despise. 

© Indeed!” cries Peter, “ how your lot J bless, 
* To be so shelter'd in so thin a dress! 
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El 


The Kleteors. 


Number 6. 


dit, judices, sanctum apud vos tUMANISSINOS HoMIN ES, | 


hoc poctæ nomen, quod nulla unquam barbaria violavit. 


C 6470. 
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Authors are partial to their Mit, tis true; 
But are not Critics to their Judgment too? 


Pepe. 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


{FE arc obliged to C. F. for his facours ; one Us 


*em Shall appear MN our net. 


4 
We shall be much wdebted to B. H. for his pro- 4 i 
mcd communtcation. 1 
f 
As the untouaurd mterruption of the German ⅛ y 
is depriced our readers of the high gratification Cu- 
veeted wn the continuation of that emtraordinary} per- i 
mance, we hope Mr. Fantus Picron itt? be goud K 


mangh uu AN. CXPreSiton of his gown) to © r mage 


lis porte feutlle” in hope of finilins us some Convolation 


| . f 1 
0s great @ ats@pporntincitl, | | 
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10 OUR FIRST -VYVOLUME, 


DEAR offspringof our puzzled brains, 
Relieve thy wretched parents pains, 
Which cease not with thy curly birth, 
But trembling hang upon thy worth. 
i, as 'tis said, each coal-black crow 
Thinks her own bird as white as snow, 
To us, thy Verse must needs appear 
Most fit to greet Apollo's ear: 

But what Anollo's self may think, 
On that we will not waste our ink; 
For really we believe it true 

That we hall have enough to do 
With Critics of a less degree, 


' | 4 * * * 
hose call may bitter our lee. 
=” * — 


C» 4 { 2 


Go forth, our darling MrTEORS! scok 
To blazc with others jowl, by check, 
At every fachionulle Op 
Where, in and out, the ladies pop, 
Sweet loves! they all delight in flame, 
And you must beg of them for fame ; 
Bid them discard all apprehension 
When booksellers the Meteors mention; 
Not in u dread terrific blaze 
Shall you conmand their wond'ring gaze. 
But with a_geatler lustre glow, 
Aud comfortable warmth bestow. 
Like ball-room light of waxen tapers, 
lis vour's to guard the fair from vapgurs; 
So $hatl they. cail you brilliant Meteors, 


And joy illumine ail their features, 


Go forth! with wishes at vour backs, 
Enough to loud ten pedlars packs ; 
Your reputation must repay 


The cares of this portentous day; 


Put 


9 
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ut lot your pruacnce curb your pride, 
I oxt, Shorn of praise, the world deride, 
And leave vou wand 'rers and {orlorn, 


Io wait your brethren vet unborn, 


- 


And here, no doubt, the gentle reader, 
Must think our Muse a special breeder : 
Nut cheer up friends, and look before; 
Uo back's as tedious as go ver, 


"tis known the hardy class and brave, 


* 


\ ho scek where Indian oceans lave, 


the burning shores of rich Bengal, 
Acer let their gallant spirits fall, 

When the bold vessel gail glides f 
und eartirs encireling line divides ; | 
We now are on the line—pcrckance 


ihe scene may mend as we advance, 


8 2 rA EI US 


FABIUS-.-PICTOR'S TRANSLATION 


| The Benevolent Cut-Throat. 


A German Tragedy, by K lotzboggenhagen. 


(Continued from the Fifth Number.) 


— mum —_ — 


Enter Peasants. inging and dancing. 


Chorus. 
JO, Joy, joy! ” 

The Ghost is laid; Stilletto's dead, 
Sweet Prince and Princess go to bed. 
Now instead of children $queaking +, 
Or in streams of blood a-recking ; 


* Shameful plagiariſm! Oh, fye, Mr. C 
T- Encore - How hard is the fate of a dramatiit! all his 


Leſt thoughts ſtolen, foreſta!led, or anti-ipaced ! Surely our 


German coadjutor has been fee'd on both files, 


analo 
and 
the 
dance 
on tn 


In he 


Let us dance, 
And prance, 
Now advance, 
Eyes askaunce; 
Pouting lips, 
Jutting hips, 
Such the pleasures we have known, 
Such the joys that now will come, 
Let us foot it like, Ros, 
And stick out our toes, A - 
Rac Our heels to our eYCs, 


And our arms to the skies; 


Rubadub, rubadub, huzza! huzza !— 


Then follows a grand tragic hornpipe, by Madame 


Carodel. During the dance and chorus, the Prince 


A tragic hornpipe, beſides its alluring novelty, is more 
analogous toa tragedy, than the comic dance introduced Neck 
and Heels; or, more properly ſpeaking, tees and ects, into 
the Stranger. In the laſt- mentioned Play that excellent 
dancer, Madame Del Caro, goes down the ſtage on her toes; 
on the contrary, in our Play, Madame Carodel will go down 
In her noſe ! 


— 


41nd 


und Princess fondle, and Peter clasps his lands 
with all the agonizing eelavy of the not rapturos 
„u.. —— Enter the old It of the roc; his 
beard, long and white ; his robe made of grey linsy 
woolsey, flowing majesticatly on the ground ; © 
leathern belt round his warst +; e, convtdering Cap 
made of crimson welret, faced with Siberian sable: 
lus demeanour slot, grume, and hits pace measured: 
his wand made of holly, cut dt during the lunar 
eclipse. THe rates his right arm, sind His li! 
arm ; advances with his right foot, his left leg 
thrown backwards; and, with the ost decided and 


genuine patriarchal niajesty, he begins as folloxs : 


Hermit. Blest pair, by heaven design'd to mend 
the age, 
A { j1 this TIED |: -1 SE Fre e the stage: 
And em tlus nunme pla house grace the stage; 
Take up your child, and then attend to me, 
For then, perhaps, why then; why then vou 
«ee! (Hits whole phystognomy and denen 
i dicale a $ecrt wnrecealed, ) 


Per 


LET: 


7 17014 


04 
7. 
/ 


Pr. 


[le 


He 


5 
C/ll 


7%. See what — The gentleman is all a riddic, 
And what he he says is merely faddle, fiddle”, 
I ith a tone and look Strongly tndicalice of tron 
and SNECFINE, 
Pines. What «hall we see, great Hermit of the 
Rock? YC Revpectf ully wterrogatory.) 
[{ermit. The villains heads upon the chopping 


block, (Iu inefuble dignity.) 


i He wares his hand (oily, and the scene instantly 
changes to a beautijut grotto: A er collation 
on the table ; Jour siteer t cellars, in cut glasses, 
Saucers, and two ,, 8p00Rs, Crossed by each, are 
cen at the four corners of the table. Damas% 


napkins, maried with the letter IT, in each plate ; 


A mot beautiful ſpecimen of the antanaclaſis, or tranſ- 
poition. Some authors, for inftance, Sannazarius, Madame 
Dacier, Scoppinger, Vous, St. Auguſtine, father Bonhours, 
and Gilbert Wakefield, call it, the Mctraphraſtic verſion. 

+ Here's ſtage effect for you! How beautiful the contraſt ! 
What a ſudden, yet pleafing tranſition from a cold, dreary, 
ſtarving, ſtormy wool, toa warm grotto, and a good ſupper ! 
If the audience ſhon!2 not zafe this treat, why then the d—1 
"are them 


() 4 pepper 
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pepper boxes, cruets, mustard pots, French rot, 
and brown bread, properly disposed. An elegait 
platteau, and a silrer epergne, loaded with confee- 
tionary, ices, &c. in the middle of the table. Tate: 
glasses, scceral sorts of wines, beer, ale, portes, 
and spruce beer on the side board. N. B. To 
Secille oranges, and two lemons, cut into fh 
quarters, are placed on the table close to the $9 


cellers. 


Hermit. Behold my hermitage; how grand « 
Sight! (Fery pompously, and with ccideyi 
narks of Self-concetted importance.) 
Peter. Shall we have nothing, pray, to eat this 
mght? * (it eyes 8trongly mdicatins 
hunger.) 
Prince. Where is my darling? (Mith exquisite 


pathos, and parent al Soltcitalion.) 


* This queſtion of Peter's is ſurely ill-timed: or has our 
author been taking a nap, and forgot himſelf ?—-4iquand: 
bonus dermitat Themerus. 


Chili, | 
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(id. tler, nme dear papa — 


(With strong and insuppresaible emotions of filial 
respect. 
ein N Own Se. 6s . 
Princess. Come to mY arms, and kiss YOUur Own 
mama. The Princess cmbraces the child 
with a burst of maternati tenderness ; She hugs him : he 
kugs her, and papa hugs Hen bolh: They aft ery itn 
, - | 


witson, and then wipe heir yes dry.) 


Song by the Hermit. 
My daddy is dead and quite cold 
And buried in vonder church yard ; 
Alas! J am growing so old, 


- . ad 4 . we. 1 
All my prospects of marriage arc marr d, 


- , 


None but perſons of the moſt refined ſenlibility can taſte 
this elegant ſimplicity, ſo peculiar to the German drama. Our 
They 
ſearch for pearls, when leſs coſtly materials would be infinitely 
preferable. They are deaf to this ſelf-evident truth, that 
fmplicity is one grand ſource of the ſublime, 


? 


Engliſh dramatiſts are afraid of venturing ſo boldly. 


I wish - 


12 
CS 
— 


wich I could get a good wiſe, 
Or Se my poor duughiter once more; 
| then could e3Jo0V all mY lilo, 


For counting my beads is 4 bore *, 


Jiorinit, Here sit we down; and 'gin to cat cur 
Supper, (411 @ look of kositality and heath 
come. J 
Peter. Oh, what a blow I've got upon my cruppcr, 
(Querulously Sorrowf ul.) 
"Twas when I fell, as late I «aw the ghost, 
March to slow music, stiff as any pot. 
Mimicking the Ghost, 
Princess. Say, shall I help you to some applc- 
tart? (er ches beaming with conjugal ten- 
derness.) 
Prince. Yes, if you please, my love, my joy, my 


heart. (IWith a bow replete with gretitiude.) 


* A palpable imitation of this ſong has, we believe, been 
omitted ſince the firſt repreſentation of Joanna. 


Hermit. 


Ma 
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Hermit. Suppose you add a custard to your pye ? 
( Eyes denoting epicurian Uerornon.) 
Princess. With all my heart; (gaily.) 


Prince. — And ; ( pleasantty.) 


Child. — And I, (greedily.) 
Peter. » And I. (TFery greedy.) 
Hermit. Here is an olio, cramm'd with all that's 
nice. (IFun an air of liberality.) A 


Peter. Excellent, Sir, I'll touch it in à trice.— 
(He can scurce contain his agitation, and snatches | 
the dish with the utmost tmpetuoity, and is sone 1 
of the gracy.) | | 

Ilermit. Suppose you add some sallad to vour 

sulmon? 


Prince. With all my heart; and cke a bit of 


gammon. (ith an air of case and mdif- 
Ference.) 


Peter, Of ali inventions cooking is the best “, 


(eatremety self-important and consguential.) | 


All other science is @ mere dull jest. 


* Many of our firſt rate ſcholars, including the Lord 


Mayor and Court of Aldermen, are of that opinion. 


Princess 
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ö Fr. 118 . 0 — , 

Princess. True, Peter, true; the tempting fricasee, 
And rare ragout is just the thing for me.— 
(Smaching her lips, whitst the water runs from he) 

mouth.) 
Peter. This griskin will eat nice with sour crout“, 
Hermit. Ha, what is that which makes so dread 

5 


a rout ? CEatremeli agitated and alarmed. } 


(Guns and s$hricks are heard.) 


* What an exquiſite touch of nature is this! The men- 
tioning ſour crout reminds you that the ſcene is in Germany 
Upon the whole, it muſt be confeſſed that this is one of the 
moſt ſavoury ſcenes that ever giceted the eyes, ears, and noics 
of a Britith audience. Beſides, it muſt perforce be admirably 
performed, as moſt of our performers are perfectly au fait upon 


theſe occaſions. 


WE have just received an order from the L—4 
+ 


of the Tragedy. We suppose an au plication las 


n's office to prevent our inserting any mite 


been made to the above-mentioncd quarter by the 


Managers 


Wan 


und 


Can 
Ile 
mere 
scen 
TIN 
4 
is 


mer 


that 
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Managers of Drury Lane. They wish to astonisk © 


and surprise the public, and therefore the translator 
cannot venture to oblige our readers any further: 
He is very sorry for the disappointment, an is 
merely permitted to add, that each succceding 
scene and act rises in pathos, dignity, nature, and 
plendor of stage elect, In the seventh act there 
5 — but we shall forget ourselves again; and 
therefore briefly conclude with returning our sincere 
thanks to the very respectable class of readers who 
have honoured the Translator's labours with their 
approbation, 


CDE TO INNOCENCE. (, 

1 

\ 

IN blushing smiles the morn has rose, A 
The zephyrs round her crowd ; 4 


And now the living landscape glows, 


And harmony is loud : 


Sweet morn! cnamour'd carth-and sy 1 
Forget that thou must swiftly ily, A 
Nor thy departure dread; St 
Vhen evining's shadcs J: 
O'erspread the glades, I 

When other lustres admiration prove, () 


And gliding vapours o'er the meadows more 


The deus shall weep thee dead, 


And not a charm which nature gives 
More than a fitful scason lives; 
Ie 
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The beanteous lily's pearly white, 
Oſt Fels a rude and nipping blight; 
In vain the crimson rose hestows 
\n odour whict no rival nous, 
Or kwrels erace the brave: 
It for the fair, 
To deck her hair, 
A flow'r be pluck'd; the stem on which it blow. 
Bids busy thought retiect, trom Earth it crows, « 


Its roots are in the grave. | 


The breathing Spring unveils her charms, 


— 
— 


And weds in Summer's <in-burat arms, 
Soon from his fierce and am'rous fire, | 
The rusxet Autumn calls him ire; 


But look we to the parent source 1 


Of all, tis Winter's sturdy force, 


Jo him their birth they owe; | 
Their number'd days 175 | 


Auhkile may blaze 


Dut yet again stern Winter's rule revives, 4 
. . 7" . \\ 34 
And all in vain the dying Autumn strises, 1s | | 


The victor north winds blow, 
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But Thou! the source of bliss below, 
Thou! who canst vanquish pain and woe, 
Thou! whove majestic holy form 

Shrinks not belore the howling storm, 
Who smil'st upon the lightning's fliglit, 
White guilt lies panting through the night, 

No Winters nip tiry bloom; 
Round thee be scon, 


Eternal green, 


Bright flow'rs shall spring bencath thy holy leet 


* 
= 


In paths untrack'd by fear thou hast'st to mee! 


Tu DAY OF GENERAL DOOM, 


< 


A SONG IN PRAISE OF WOMAY,. 


OFT through trackless desarts straying, 
Unattended, unsupplied; 
Sorrow on my bosom preying, 
* F ! 
Comiort to my heart gemed ; 
Man would treat a ſellow creature, 
— » | F : 1 i” | 4" * 
Now V itil LLELCOHGSILID, TOW CLESCLAMN 9 
But o'er woman's gentle nature, 


Bp * . % 1 17 . * 
Pity ever seemed to reigu. 
— 


1 
, 
C& I 
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TI » 1111 \ Al * 91 | () Ving, 
1 FI a _— , 5 4 1 o 
Pouch & at Sorrow $ plaintwe tale; 
| - * . * 1 7 PR, ' k - r 
LADS, a sohthing balin bestowing, 
When the stinos of woe assail; 


\ { 
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No ungen'rous pride opposes 
Pity, with unkind delay; 
But the ſemale hand uncloses, 


Bounteous as the op'ning day, 


Form'd from nature's choicest treasures 
Virtues all in her unite : 
Life's Short path she strews with pleasures, 
Goddess of supreme delight! 
Ilomely fare to me be given, 
Sweet the limpid stream will prove, 
Earth will be a little Heaven, 
With the woman that I love ! 


gry 


L , 


6 * 


IT 


1H 


REMEDY HoRSE THAN THE 
DISEASE, EXEMPLIFIED. 


© STOP, stop,“ exclaim'd the frighten'd squire, 


* Faith, I was nearly in the mire ;” 

. , 4 — 

„ Odd's heart o'me, sir, what was that?“ 
The farmer says, and dofis his hat, 


* Only, my trend, my skittish horse 


6% 


(4 


4 


6 * 


IT 


Each time I ride gets worse and worse; 
Although I whip and spur him $0 


He wont by yonder windmill go.” 


Dear, if a body might but speak 


The touad of that zame murrain trick, 
And make 'un of his tantrams sick. 
Lend "un to me a week or two, 

And I'll be sure the job to do.” 


Ih 


* | think as how I soon could break 


9 


— 


Ihe 
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The <quire agrees—his saddle quits, 


; 

The ſarmer now his harness fits; | 

(Quickly the courser's well-groom'd chest 

Is by a lumb'ring collar prest ; 

3 | 

And chain'd securely to a cart, 

| 

He had no room to shy or start; 

Two stout cart horses plac'd betore, a 
Enough to drag along a score 

: | ] 
Such dainty nags, went steady on, 

* 8 . Ir 
And sure enough the job was done; 

: : | 
For as they slowly mov'd along 
SES 8 
he farmer Freely dealt his thong, 
. RP ; \ 

lil the poor devil, weary'd out, 

; a OA , | . 0 
No more at windmills made a rout. 
ry" * . . » . 40 

The farmer now inform'd the qquire 
10 
Ile'd done it to his heart's desire, 
0 


For he was sure he'd made the touad 
Quite sate aud steady for the rouad ; 

The squire was pleas'd, and would bestride 
lis well-train'd nag to take a ride; 

The steed rememb'ring former blows, 


By the old windmill salcly goes ; 


240 


lis rider prais'd the farmer's art. 

When, lo! they met the very cart 

In which secur'd the day before 

Tr unlucky horse his beatings bore ; 
The beast alarm'd, pricks up his cars, 
Ile shies, he starts, he kicks, and rears ; 
Smack goes the whip, dig, dig, the spur, 
But not a step the horse will stir, 

Til, knock'd about, and almost mad, 
Ile things his rider o'er his head. 

The squire now rose in doleful case, 
With miry coat and dirty lace, 

Quoth he, © My friend, the truth to tell. 
« 1 do not like vour scheme so well, 


© That cure my taste can never please 


* Which is much worsc. than the diseace. * 


ez 


1 


Tf 7 TY 


$# as 


ICA E: 


Wn TO HIS BIRD, 


— 
* 
O SING, Sweet bird! from that lov'd strair 0 
A transient bliss I feel ; 
To calm that sorrow which in vain * 
I labour to conceal, „ 
From Sylvia torn, whose vocal pow'r 
Made earth a heaven to me ; 
To cheer each dull and joyless hour, A 
I fondly taught it thee: 0 
That if my SOFVOWS Cuil my love. ( 
Or yield me up to care; 1 


The strain might rouse my soul, and prove 


A rescue from despair. 


THE CAUTION AGAINST LOVE. 


| 


WOULDST thou escape the pangs I prove, 
Oh, Strephon! Shun the sight of love, 
And disregard his wiles: _ 
Who panders with a flatt'ring tongue, 
And oft ensnares the gay and young, 
By lalse bewitching smiles. 


5 


Alike of beauty's power beware, 

Of dimpled checks and tresses fair, 
And azure $parkling eyes: 

Oh! let not prayers disturb thy mind, 

Think vows are Reviing as the wind, 


}% 


As ſaithless tears and sghs, 


It 
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Should he, by all the graces drest 
With strong emotions fire thy breast, 
Far jrom his haunts depart ; 

For, wing'd with pain, his arrows fly, 
Swift, as the lightning rends the sky, 


To pierce th' ingenuous heart, 


— 


THE REELS. 


OlI, ceasc thy lay, deluded swain! 
No more of love's deceit complain, 
No more my suit reprovye : 

For rather than his joys resign, 


It tame and regal «way were mine, 


I'd barter all for love, 
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Nay, if to hun my Delia's siglit, 

All India's gold, and treasures bright, 
In recompence were gvn: 

So much I prize her matchiess charms, 

['d spurn the boon, and in her arms 


Contess myself in Heavn, 


Though beautcous women men deceive, 
Still will I doat, and still believe 
Their trailties hte adorn : 
And it of love we fect the wound, 
No pleasure without pain is found, 


No rose without a thorn. 


FF? » 
10 


TO THE EDITOR OF THE AETEORS. 


SIR, 


I xAve fent you a lyrical compoſition in the 
Latin tongue, which, as far as my knowledge extends, 
has never appeared in print; if you think it will be ac- 
ceptable to your readers, I hope you will give it a place 
among vour Meteors. If the language of this ſong be not 
altogether fo far removed from proie as the eſſence of poetry 
requires, it ſhould, in a very great meaſure, be attributed to 
the rhyme : if any ſhould object to the application of the word 
„Mi, it will bea ſufficient apology for the author to have it 


known, that ic has the authority of Tibullus. 
J have the pleaſure to remain, &c. 


OWEN COURTENAY, 


G n 
Hades dum, chara Phillis“, 
Ia er. 1 4 2 
land SUD umbram juUNTka me; 
Non videbit Amarillis 


Dum tegemur arbore. 


Our oerreſpondent having favoured us with a free trani- 
lation of theſe Verles, it ſhall appear in our next. 


Nullam 


Nullam prater te adoro, 
Solam amo Phillida; 
Misercre mei, Oro, 


O mi ſor mosi ima. 


Ubi primum hanc <pectavi, 
Captus pulckritudine 
Deam esse hanc putavi 


XIissam huc ab athere, 


Vulneravit me Cupido 
Dum s$spectayi laciem, 
Ex quo tempore hbido 


Crevit hanc in virginem. 


Phillis tamen dt crudelis, 
Phillis non amabit me: 
.go semper siam fidelis, 


Olim non Penclope. 


SE 4 
U FO; 


Uror, ah! urcr amoris 
Flamma nunc vonelica 

1 on by 0 141. 5 1 3 

LAZY TINtNO SUM CO OTIS 


P'ropter meam Phillida. 


71. 


THE ART OF PANTOMIME. 


TAKE any story, never mind how old, 

It matters not how often it's been told; 

For novelty display'd in Pantomime, 

Would equality be out of pace and me, 

The characters by no means Should be many; 
A barlequin—a columbinca zany ; 

The clown, aud pantaloon. a black magician, 
(Of course a good one, just tor oppoxitton,) 


® 'Y 1 
ver wand, 


A heav'nly spirit, with a 
And wicket imps, a terahle band, 
A tew old toiks you cannot do without, 


P * . " % ; * 1 1 „ 
For there 1118! 50 Sonde as TIO K A Ut: 
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Let harlequin receive his sword with zeal 
Frisking and twirling round it like an cel; 
ut not at ev'ry window bid him dash-1n, 


For vaulting harlequins are out of fashion, 


* 


When columbine beholds her checquer'd Knighi 


Into his arms shell fondly rush, at siglit, 


Nor shill-i halli a good offer Shun, 


For that's bad Pantomime where'cr *tis don: 


To suit the polish'd taste of all the town. 
Provide a plenteous larder for the clown ; 
VLish, flesh, or fowl, according to the scene, 
But in his cating mind he be not c/ern. 


With gravy bid him his sweet visage dirt, 


Or trust the galleries for his desert. 


Thunder and lightning muster, quantum $1. 


And fill each devil's torch with ros'n enough; 


But above all, unceasingly retject, 
The more gunrowdor us d, the more eſlect. 
If any quadruped must needs appear, 


Smithlield has characters enough tug Pare, 


For 


For music, take the first that comes to hand, 
And be vourself the lcader of the band. 
The magic «word of harlequin transposes, 
(Quicker than any master e'er composes; 
Great Handel's self could not find fitting airs 
To all the tricks a Pantomime prepares; 
And Busby's Muse I hope no more will give 


Her heav'nly strains, to make such pageants lice, 


The scenery to mention yet remains; 
On that, I charge you, take uncommon pains ; 
And if the golden coin you hope to touch, 
Remember there can never be too much. 
"Tis cheap, Of each design yourself the maker, 


Artists enough will paint it by the acre! 


Prepare the action of a mixed kind, 
Not always common—and not {v9 rind, 
On mere punctilio's ne'er debating Stan; 
Let there be something all can understand : 
But ah! your labours are at once cast dow, 


If you should stumble on a $uedntis low! 


Tas 
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My cloxing precept, take in one short line, 
Provide the H Cres for columbine ; 
And then you've little more to do I'm certain, 


Than print the play-bills, aud draw up the curtain, 
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AS round the world the GEO! (LOWS, 
And gains no miervat of rest; 

— Hove tht torlionar E 

10 thouaht rens 10 tek It bone 


Wien love has once inszpir'd the becust. 


Somnus, one eve, with aspect drear 


94909 
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Arose, whiist I opprest, reclin 


af 
* 
(13 
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But Morpheus, fancy's mect Conmeer 


In drewns ann ms pensi, e mind. 


At once uprose th' enchanted scene 


Ot greves, and meauds, and checquer'd plains 


bo 


Ot murm'ring rilts, and vouthlul green, 


— 


With blichesome ny mphs iu Holle trains 


Then beauty's temple gaily deckt 
By fancy's rich adorning hand, 
Di>play'd a well design'd.ctiect, 


My admiration to command. 


The graces tript around the june, 
And fondi'y wanton'd in their charms: 
Whilst Cupid, with the subtle cane 


Prepar'd lis pointed, missive arms. 


"Twas now that Myra meekly drew 
In S<WOUT! (;<Order t wards the plu = 


Good heavins! how much improve the view; 


What vormit tints suſtus'd her face! 
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41 : : , Ain 
Alone was in the jovial train; 


* 


For ah! the gay illusion fled! 


But pleasures at a distance roll, 


Moors approach « : but yet the bride 


; (EDGE 6 24 
At lenoth 1 the circle op'ning WING 


Shouting, preclum'd the happy wa 


Thus we run life's fantastic round, 


And think we Seek a happy goal; 


\ 
IH. 


"Fwas rapture then !=— Soon adverse change! 
is thou, blest vouth! to me they Said. 


[| <trove—"twas Liought's delusive range, 


We chase the Shadows where they're found 
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And would that many a maid, and many a youth, 
5 . $ 1 1 4 . . 
Fre in the thorny path the; learn'd to stray, 
Would turn, with me, the «ered page of truth, 
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And when vice 1ur « 
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their arms would rest, 


Swooek imwcence within 


would bring. 
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And mild content her store of 30) 


III. CHD. 


ON! teach me to explore the trackless waste, 


To Sud Judca's mould'ring tow'rs J haste; 
To view the scenes my Sacred Master hiess, 11 
a ö 


Io tread the $61] hits holy ſootstepbs press'd, 
With scanty «crip and Sinking heart I roam, 
A pilgrim, distant from nv native home: 
80 when in «ntl ty 1 behold the shrine, 


. 
* 


Lach orison I breathe shall sue tor thine, 


Alas! what various perils have J found, 
Ere I beheld th' Arabtan desart's bound! 
O'er craggy mountains, wide extended woods, 
Inho-pitable plains, und swelling floods; 
Tract-, where my country's language is unknown. 
Reains, where the Light of Truth has not yet choke. 
And al, to rare! the chaitable hand 


BeStows the mite a Pi grins wants demand. 


Oh, 
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Oh, stranger! know, the charity we spare, 
ne day our <orrows may hr od to share, 
\nd though your faith's at varunce with mine, 
Let we both bend unto a eu divine; 
That Power whose goodness human breath sustains, 
Must pleas'd behold us smooth each other's pains, 
Then aid my humble wants, direct my way, 
So, when before the Shrine my vous I pay, 
Jleav n'shal reward thee tor thy plous care, 
ihe Pilgrim mention thee in ev ry pray rr, 


20 INDOLEN CE. 


Dh Indolence, come tumble in my arms, 
As on the couch Superb mv limbs I lay; 
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hefe shall weer. it, nor heed een tones afanmins; 


. . Ln Bean” eee rural —C,̃ ; os ran 9 
To drive dur vatin) lumbers far away. 


1 1 0 wo nte! 1110 71 191 | 42 
Prostrate in CASC-\ catch the FODRNTETES. breat! 
* 1 i , 

+ Y * 1 &. * 1 3 | 

Ui $314.19 14 \ | ht 
* + 4 5 þ =, : % 0 : "2 a : WY 
Ail. ai! 5 1 {11 Claw innen ien k 'Y LY I 


That hovers Oer ind . LK een 


What thous; (44 ' Kern [| *4Y { 11 C11 


269 


To live with poverty, sound rigors praise, 
Periorm laborious tasks, curtail sweet rest, 
The proud attempt our weakness but betrays, 


Shrunk from the toil, sleep ends the day's poor jest. 


And though the bacchanal in rosy wine, 


Steeping his hours, industrious, at his bowl ; 
With heated brain proclaims the moment's mine, 


Nor lazy dullness shall my glass controul : 


Yet when he strives to interrupt my joys, 


And sccks to find the dear retired spot; 


Thund'ring with wild obstreperous brutal noise 


He reels back from the door, and lies forget, 


There goddess leave him, and bless my embrace, 
Prosper my tranqui] scenes and downy slcep; 
Grant me the magic every care to. chase, 


And apathy, to neither laugh nor weep, 


* 8 ON 


ON HER LINNEF'S. DEAT. 


—— — : — 
—— 


WHY docs mv love her Linnet mourn ? 
Ah! cease the unawailing sieh! 
Reflect, and resignation learn, 


5 — | 
And let a smile illume thine eve. 


I'll Sing the seng vou lov'd to hear 


7 


Warbled each morn a-near vour bed; 


And Should I lack to charm the car, 


Dl breathe sincereést vows instcad. 


Your Linnet off your bosom grac'd, 
Alas! who now shall there recline ? 
Oh! thin vour favours were misplac'd, 


And be vour Linnet's Pillow miue. 


THE 


FHE SYLPH. 


NOT when in azure fields of air 
Thy busy pinions play, 
Do, I entreai thee, list the prayer 


Wich must my grief betray. 


Not when up-borne mid solar beams, 
Undazzled with the light, 
To gloomy groves, hoarse murm'ring streams, 


10 [ recal thy light, 


But when in Delia's charms vou live, 
Wilen 1 5 be mitte lee, 
Remind the tir a heart to ive, 


For that SAT Stole troim ine. 


EP IGRA AT. 


HARK forward! cries the squire; his hounds 
Dach o'er his neighbour Crabtree's grounds, 
Who bawl'd aloud, (although too late) 
„wish your honour would but try 
Jo do to folks as You're cone by, 
„Nor let'em run through my estate,” 


„Ny t friend,“ replies the laughing <quire, 


„I'm doing just what you desire; 


& To all the county "tis well known 


*« I don't mind running through my own,” 


